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		Prologue

		

		Cold Feet

		

		“Are you sure we want to go through with this?” Jennifer’s voice sounded strained as she peeked out the living room window, through the drawn front drapes, anxiously watching for the pair of headlights stopping in front of our house that would signal the arrival of…the Doctor.

		“It’s a little late to back out now,” I said, trying to keep my tone cheerful, reassuring.

		I sipped a little more of the Wild Turkey in the short cocktail glass I was holding so tightly in my right fist. I was none too sure about this evening myself, but I didn’t want Jen to know that. My wife of five years already seemed nervous enough for the both of us.

		She let the drapes close and turned toward me, still kneeling on the couch, her beautiful face looking drawn and worried. Slowly, she twisted around and scooted down into a sitting position, her apprehensive eyes never leaving mine as she reached for the tall wine glass on the coffee table in front of her and took a big gulp of the cabernet she had been drinking since dinner.

		“We could tell him we changed our minds,” she said hopefully, taking another large sip of the red wine.

		“We’d still have to pay him the five-hundred, as good-faith money,” I pointed out, “just for his trouble in driving over here. His e-mail made that crystal clear.”

		She drained the rest of the cab and sat the empty glass back on the coffee table. Her normally bright blue eyes looked slightly glassy from all the wine she’d uncharacteristically consumed during and after dinner.

		“I’d be okay with us doing that,” she murmured.

		Thinking in over quickly, she said in a firmer voice, “It might be the best five-hundred dollars we ever spent.”

		After mulling it over for a few seconds more, she added, “It could end up saving us a lot of money in the long run. His, uh…sessions cost a lot more than that. And Teresa said that a small vial of that…love potion he peddles costs, like, fifteen-hundred dollars!”

		She made a face as though she had smelled something really foul when she said the words, “love potion”.

		I finished my Wild Turkey in two big swallows and came over to sit next to her on the couch. Putting the glass, which now held only half-melted ice cubes, next to her empty wine glass on the coffee table, I slipped my right arm over her slender shoulders.

		“Ken and Teresa said their sessions with him amped up their sex life to a whole new level,” I reminded her, giving her a quick squeeze. “After all, they flew down here just to see him last week, and to buy a couple more vials of this…’elixir’ of his. They swear by it, and by him.”

		Jennifer looked at me with those big blue eyes and turned slightly on the couch so she could wrap both of her slender arms around my torso. She whispered, “Oh, Zack, I do love you so much. And I want our love-making to be hot and…and…great again, like it used to be!”

		She thought about it and blurted hopefully, “Maybe if I just bought some new, sexy lingerie, or got a different haircut or something!”

		Touching her stunning, shoulder-length mane of strawberry-blonde hair, she grinned at me, her dazzling azure eyes full of mischief and promise. And I knew once again why I had fallen head over heels in love with her, back when we were both still in our teens. She was one of those magical girls who are just so damned full of life; so adorable that you had to fall for them!

		The moment lingered, only to be broken by a sharp, authoritative rapping on the front door a few feet away. The thrill of what was about to happen next--now that…he was here, what might happen—was too intense to describe accurately.

		A look of resignation replaced the hopeful smile on my wife’s face. After a long moment, she seemed to gather herself and asked simply, “Aren’t you going to answer the door? We did invite him to come here tonight.”

		Nodding, I got up off the couch and answered it.

		

		****

		

		I don’t know what I was expecting, but the man standing on our front porch was not it. He was a bit taller than me, and I’m an even six feet. He was slim, but not overly so.

		Dressed in an elegant white suit and a cream-colored, very expensive-looking, white dress shirt with a light gray pinstripe, the top button undone and sans tie, he stood confidently in the doorway. Somehow, he seemed to exude self-assurance, as if there was no doubt he was in charge of the situation.

		The Doctor was beaming at me, smiling through a thick, perfectly-trimmed black and grey full beard, his large, meaty lips the color of fresh liver, his teeth big and square and perfect. He thrust out his large hand, which I shook perfunctorily.

		“I am Dr. Love, and you must be Zack,” he said in a deep, baritone voice that seemed friendly, but somehow reinforced the feeling that he was in control. “May I come in?”

		I stepped back and he swept past me, into the living room. Closing the door and locking it, I went around him and reclaimed my seat on the couch next to Jennifer.

		He sat down in one of the wing chairs a few feet away, by the fireplace, and just stared at the two us for a while. After something like a minute had passed in silence, he said, “You are a fine-looking couple; young, fit, attractive, and both of you are the picture of good health, apparently. That’s a fine start; you’d be surprised how many people send me pictures of themselves which are ten or even twenty years old when I request one.”

		Somewhat disdainfully--as if to say, “People, what are you going to do with them?”—without actually saying it, he went on to add, “In case you were wondering, I only accept cases wherein the couple involved is still attractive enough to warrant my re-stoking of the sexual fire between them. I don’t attempt to perform miracles by working with old, out-of-shape, ugly couples.”

		Pausing for a moment, he continued, “You both appear to be extremely desirable, and yet your friends, Teresa and Ken, who recommended my services to you, said that you are experiencing less and less…shall we say, passion in the bedroom of late?”

		The Doctor cocked his head, smiling cannily at us. He said, “They are a bit older than you, and have been married longer. Such a decline in sexual activity between long-married couples is common enough to qualify as constituting almost clichéd behavior. What is your excuse, since you are both still young and attractive?”

		“Uh, well, we were high school sweethearts,” I offered hesitantly. “We’ve been together as a couple since our junior year. And we’ve never actually been apart, since we went to the same college, as well, and got married our senior year, just after we received our degrees.”

		“Ah, then long-standing familiarity might be a factor after all,” he said, nodding sagely.

		He had a full head of expensively-barbered hair to go along with the almost theatrical-appearing full beard and mustache. It was of the same salt and pepper hue as his facial hair, worn long, over his ears and down onto his neck, and it—when coupled with the beard--imparted a regal, Middle-Ages-Monarch look to our guest. The impressive mane of hair swayed slightly when he nodded.

		“You are both not yet thirty, from the look of you, but you have been together for well over ten years, is this not so?”

		“That’s right, about a dozen years now, actually,” I agreed. “We started going steady when we were sixteen, and we’re both twenty-eight now.”

		He turned his attention to Jennifer, who had sat quietly on the couch throughout this whole exchange, not uttering a word. Smiling at her, he asked, “So, did Zack here take your virginity, or were you sexually active before you got together with him?”

		She sat there stunned and clearly shocked by his question, the white skin of her face and neck gradually turning an embarrassed red beneath the light dusting of freckles which covered her upper body. At last, she managed to stammer, “Uh, that’s kind of personal, don’t you think?”

		He laughed--a warm, rumbling laugh that sounded both amused and sincere, emanating from deep down in his diaphragm. The Doctor smiled and shook his leonine mane as he answered softly, “Come, come, now Jennifer, the sole purpose of my being here tonight is to begin the therapy that will help fix your lackluster love life. And knowing your sexual history is vital to that effort. Unfortunately, sex is about as personal as it gets.”

		The smile faded from his lips as he went on to demand in a sterner voice, “Now just how many cocks did you play with before your husband’s? Is that so difficult to remember?”

		Jennifer sat up straight on the couch, a deer-caught-in-the-headlights, completely stunned look stealing over her face as she stared back at him. But he was unrelenting, catching and holding her eyes with his own mesmerizing brown orbs; refusing to release her gaze until she answered his question.

		“I…uh…had several boyfriends before Zach,” she managed to stammer somewhat evasively at last.

		She looked at me, panicked, before blurting further, “He knows all about them; we talked about this a long time ago. I haven’t kept…anything from him.”

		I didn’t think she had. Like a litany of old sore points, slightly tinged with jealousy on my part, the names of my predecessors sprang immediately to mind: Tommy, Bill, Andy, Gene, and Al. I knew what she had done with each of them, from long-ago whispered revelations; and she knew in turn what I had done with my various girlfriends that pre-dated her.

		Jennifer hadn’t been a virgin the first time I slipped my hard young cock into her and neither had I—just barely. I fucked my last girlfriend before Jennifer, Cynthia Banning, a couple of times and gotten complete blow-jobs from her more than once before we broke up. The other girls who had preceded Cyn had been few, and between the three of them had only managed to provide a few quick handjobs and one more inexperienced suck off. I had told Jennifer all about my youthful experiences with each of them years ago.

		The Doctor was leaning forward, all of his attention now focused on Jennifer. He said, “Please tell me in detail about your sexual history…when was the first time you played with a boy’s cock?”

		Again, my wife seemed totally flummoxed by his question. She shifted nervously on the couch, squirming as if the cushion beneath her trim ass had suddenly been transformed into a grill, one which was getting hotter by the moment.

		“You must be honest with me,” he demanded, his voice taking the tone of a responsible adult speaking to an uncooperative child. “I am here to help you amp up your sex lives, and to do that, I must know how you came to be in your present state. I must discover exactly what it is that is causing you to have a low sex drive at such an early age?”

		Jennifer continued to fidget beneath his unrelenting stare. She tossed her shoulder-length, red-blonde hair back over her shoulders and all but wrung her hands in despair like some old-time movie heroine.

		But this stranger’s dark brown eyes stubbornly held her blue ones and simply refused to let go. He silently demanded that she answer him.

		Come on, I thought, tell him about sucking face with that kid at the movie theater, up in the last row, and him getting so turned on that he pulled out his little dick and wrapped your hand around it…

		I knew all about it from a conversation held a dozen years ago—the first time we had spent the whole night together, in an actual bed for a change, instead of being in the back seat of my car for an hour, enjoying a hot make out session, followed by a cramped fuck—about her first experiences with other boys and their cocks. Her parents had been away for the weekend and they had trusted her to be responsible enough to stay by herself at sixteen, her big brother being away at college by then.

		It had been a simple thing for me to invent a sleepover at my friend Pete’s house to explain my being away overnight. My parents had been as trusting as hers.

		After the initial, frantic sexual coupling was out of the way that night, we had enjoyed lolling beneath the covers of her bed, just cuddling our naked teenage bodies together and talking. She’d told me about her previous sexual experiences, and I’d shared mine with her. The whole conversation lasted twenty minutes, at the most, and then we went back to fucking.

		So I knew that Tommy Smith had been her first, sort of, boyfriend. He’d been a sophomore when Jennifer was a freshman in high school. He’d made a date to meet her at an afternoon movie inside a local shopping mall on the weekend, and one thing had quickly led to another. And before she knew it, she was stroking his small cock as they made out furiously in the darkened, all but deserted theater—her fist handjob, her first exposure to a boy’s hard dick.

		“The first boy I ever touched…sexually… was named Tommy. I gave him a handjob while we made out.” She summoned up all of her courage and said it all in a rush, as if she wanted to get the somewhat embarrassing admission over with. “I had just turned thirteen, and he was fourteen, almost fifteen.”

		She sucked in big breath and added, “We never went anywhere, as a couple. We never really dated—I was too young and my folks wouldn’t let me—we just met a couple of more times. And I ended up jacking him off once more.”

		Jennifer turned her head away in obvious embarrassment at how young and naïve she’d been. She said in a voice that was almost a whisper, “He wanted more. He wanted a blowjob, and I didn’t know how to do that yet, and I was too scared to learn. So he dumped me for an older, more experienced girl.”

		The Doctor smiled encouragingly and said, “Go on.”

		Obviously reassured by his non-judgmental response to this disclosure about her first try at exploring her emerging, youthful sexuality, Jennifer plunged ahead quickly.

		“Then there was Bill. He was friend of Tommy’s. Stupid me--it was only later that I figured out Tommy must have bragged to him that I’d jack a guy’s…cock off, once I got really excited from making out with him. He asked me to meet him at the mall one Saturday afternoon, a couple of weeks after Tommy and I had broken up.”

		She let go with a big sigh, as she remembered how gullible she’d been as a young teen. “I let him take me to a movie that I wanted to see, and we made out a little. Then he started walking me home after school every day, and hanging out with me in between classes whenever he could. He acted like he was really interested in me.”

		Her face colored again as she admitted in a whispered tone, “So I’d let him take me to a park once in a while, on our walks home. We’d find a deserted spot and make out. He’d get his hard cock out and…and I’d touch it for him, until he came.”

		The red showing in her cheeks deepened as she went on to say, “I’d let him play with my breasts, too, while I did him with my hand, and we made out. A couple of times, he got my bra undone and kissed my nipples.”

		There was a long silence before the Doctor prodded her along, saying softly, “I imagine like most young women, you liked that. It’s perfectly normal.”

		Jennifer nodded, still blushing furiously. “It felt so good, to have them kissed and sucked. Tommy hadn’t cared about anything but his own pleasure.”

		After another awkward gap in the conversation, she went on to admit, “I liked it so much that when he urged me to kiss his…his cock head…I did!”

		She hastened to add, “I didn’t suck it for him. He always got so excited that he’d always come right after I’d kissed it a few times, so I learned to pull my mouth away quickly and stroke him a little faster.”

		A look of frustration crossed her face. She glanced down at the living room carpet and said, “But he wanted me to suck it for him. You know, until he came in my mouth. I wasn’t ready for that, so he broke up with me…just like Tommy had!”

		Jennifer looked up at the Doctor and said, “I stayed strictly away from boys after that for a while, until I was almost fifteen. Then I accepted another mall date with a guy named Andy. At least he was the same age as me, not older like Tommy and Bill had been. He was in the same high school class as me.”

		Another big sigh escaped her lips. She said somewhat bitterly, “Andy fooled me, with his boyishness and his All-American-kid looks. I thought he was safe, but it turned out he’d had a lot more experience with girls than Tommy or Bill ever dreamed of having.”

		The Doctor nodded encouragingly for her to go on, and she did. “He got my bra completely off the second time he walked me home from school. Both of his folks worked, so there was no one home at his house, and he suggested we stop in there for some Cokes.”

		She loosed another deep sigh. “He had me in his bedroom five minutes after we stopped there, that second time. In ten minutes, we were making out like crazy and he was taking off my blouse and bra, playing with my nipples. Soon after that, he was sucking them and kissing them, while he touched me…down there.”

		Jennifer’s pretty face really reddened this time. “I came. It was my first orgasm with a boy. So when he got his cock out, I began to jerk it off. He wanted me to suck it instead…so I did.”

		She turned to me teasingly and shrugged. “I guess you could say Andy taught me how to give a blowjob, so I if you don’t like the way I do it, you should blame him, not me.”

		There was another long silence. The Doctor broke it by asking her gently, “How long did your…relationship with this precocious young man last?”

		“About two more months, until the end of my freshman year,” she answered truthfully. “I was sucking him off all the time by then, and I learned to swallow his stuff without thinking about it much. He was the first boy to slip a finger inside me. He used to play with my clit and make me come while I’d blow him.”

		My wife looked at the Doctor somewhat guiltily and offered, “Andy must have had some pretty knowledgeable girlfriends before me. He sure knew a lot about sex and seducing young girls for a kid of fourteen.”

		She shook her long, strawberry-blonde tresses and went on to say, “His family moved out of state at the start of that summer, so we were forced to quit seeing each other.”

		Jennifer took at deep breath and admitted, “My next guy was a one-night stand named Gene. He was eighteen and I was still fourteen, about a week away from my fifteenth birthday.”

		She hastened to explain to the Doctor, “I was…uh…I guess you’d say well-developed for my age. My boobs were almost as big then as they are now, and my butt and legs could have belonged to an eighteen year old girl. Maybe my face still looked young, but the rest of me…”

		Her voice trailed off for a moment, and then she plunged ahead. “My parents had agreed to let me go to the mall with a bunch of my girlfriends, to shop a little and see the six o’clock showing of a movie. Gene came right up to me while I was shopping and started hitting on me. He was a lot older than I was, and I knew it. But when he invited me to go for a ride in his car…I went.”

		My wife once more averted her eyes as she said, “My girlfriends all encouraged me to go with him; they all thought it was so cool, that a much older guy was interested in me. They said they’d cover for me with my folks, if it came to that.”

		She looked away again. “We didn’t ride far. He took me to popular make out spot and we parked.”

		Jennifer looked very guilty. As if hoping to explain her brazen behavior, she whispered, “He was very nice looking, and he seemed so sure of himself. He’d had a lot more experience with girls than I’d had with boys.”

		Her voice dropped to a faint whisper as she admitted, “He had me in the back seat of his old Firebird within ten minutes, and all my clothes off and my mouth around his…his cock a few minutes after that. He had a bunch of condoms in his glove box and he just seemed to take it for granted that I was going to…to…fuck him. So I did.”

		My wife looked more than a bit embarrassed as she said, “It was anticlimactic, really. He made me come with his tongue and fingers—he was the first one to lick me, down there—and then he just slipped on a condom and did it to me. I was back at the mall in an hour and a half, waiting outside the theater for my friends when the movie let out.”

		She drew herself up and said, “He didn’t ask me for my number or anything. He let me out in front of the mall and said he’d see me around. And then he just drove away. I felt used, and so stupid.”

		Jennifer waited a moment, and then said quietly, “I was a lot more careful after that. It was about halfway through my sophomore year that I got together with Al. We went steady for a couple of months, had a fight and split up. I was by myself for a few months, then I met Zach at the start of our junior year, and we’ve been together ever since then.”

		The Doctor looked at her the way a hawk might look at a mouse. He cocked his head again and seemed to mesmerize her once more with those penetrating eyes of his.

		“Are you sure that’s the whole of your sexual experience before you met Zack?” He asked her softly, as if he was somehow able to peer right into her soul.

		She fidgeted again, as if the grill beneath her ass had been turned up to high. At last she stammered, “That’s all…I swear!”

		A shock of revelation crackled through me. I cut my eyes to the Doctor’s face and saw that he, too, had heard the tremor in her voice when she had sworn just now that what she had admitted was “all”.

		I knew my wife pretty well by now. Twelve years with someone is a long time--I could tell when she was fibbing. And my bullshit meter was pegged all the way over to “whopper” at that moment!

		The Doctor surprised me by not demanding that she tell him, and me, the whole truth about what she was so obviously trying to hide. Instead, he reached into his inside jacket pocket and withdrew a small bottle of clear liquid.

		The bottle was jewel-like. It shone in the low light of the living room, the small amount of light refracting off the many flat glass surfaces, creating the illusion that the vial had been formed by hollowing out a large diamond. The cap was golden, and it shone like a highly-polished nugget atop the bottle.

		“This is my elixir,” the Doctor explained, twisting off the cap. “We will now proceed with our first session.”

		He stuck out his tongue and poured just one small drop of the “elixir” onto it. He leaned forward in his chair, toward Jennifer, holding out the bottle to her.

		“What’s…what’s in that stuff?” She asked the question in a demanding way, clearly not at all at ease with the idea of taking any of the Doctor’s “love potion” without knowing more about it, even though he had just swallowed some himself.

		“It’s merely pure spring water and some harmless herbs which help to stir the libido,” the Doctor answered with a big, reassuring smile. “I wouldn’t use it myself, if it were at all damaging to one’s health.”

		Reluctantly, Jennifer stuck out her tongue and he poured a single drop on the end of it. She shuddered and murmured, “It’s kind of bitter.”

		He stood up and took a step in my direction, holding out the small bottle. I gulped and thought, Well,as the old English saying goes, “In for a penny, in for a pound”.

		The stuff was bitter. I swallowed it quickly and wished my cocktail glass wasn’t empty. Some Wild Turkey as a chaser would have been welcome right about now.

		The Doctor sat back down and put the cap back on the small bottle before returning it to the inside pocket of his suit jacket. He gave us as tiny grin as he said, “My solution is fast-acting. I believe you can feel it taking affect already?”

		He was right. A strange sort of warmth was spreading through my body from top to bottom.

		And my…cock! I was suddenly sprouting wood like a fifteen year old boy. A massive hard on was building rapidly, uncontrollably; exactly like those I remember experiencing when I was a teenager in the grips of puberty.

		“Oh, oh, my,” sighed Jennifer just at that moment, and I looked over at her and was shocked to see the heavy-lidded; “bedroom eyes” look her beautiful face assumed when she was deep in the throes of passion.

		Sure enough, she was breathing heavily and there was a slight flush to the white skin of her neck and upper chest, as well as her face. She leaned back against the couch and sighed deeply again.

		The Doctor’s smile broadened. He said softly, “Perhaps now you would be so kind as to finish your list of former lovers, before we get on with the session?”

		Her eyes fluttered open. She drew a deep breath and a sexy little smile crept onto her full lips.

		After what seemed like an eternity to my drug-altered mind, she said, “Well, now that you mention it, there were these two really cute guys who hung out with my brother. They were on the varsity football team with him…”

		And my world--and the way I saw my wife--changed forever as she went on to casually reveal her hitherto hidden sexual liaison with the two older boys…and with her own stepbrother!

		

	
		

		Chapter One

		

		Ken And Teresa

		

		“Tell me again, why are they staying at a hotel?” Jennifer asked me. “Why aren’t they staying with us? We have a perfectly comfortable guest room and they are old friends of ours. I mean, they used to live five houses down from us!”

		“I don’t know,” I told her for at least the fifth time in the last two days. “Ken wouldn’t hear of it, for some reason. At least they’re spending this afternoon and evening, the first day of their visit, with us.”

		“Yeah, there is that,” she agreed—not sounding like she agreed fully--her tone suggesting that she still wasn’t satisfied with my answer, as she bustled around the kitchen, putting the finishing touches on a green salad.

		“These steaks are going to be great,” I commented in an attempt to change the subject, as I bent over and opened the door to the refrigerator, checking on the four big rib eyes which had been soaking in my special marinade in since early this morning.

		“All that’s left to do is open the wine, to let it breathe a bit, and to nuke the potatoes in the microwave, after they get here,” she said.

		I set about opening the two bottles of expensive Pinot noir I’d bought to accompany the steak dinner. I’d just finished pulling the cork on the second bottle when the front doorbell rang, announcing the arrival of Teresa and Ken Richardson, our old neighbors and friends, and our guests for this afternoon and this evening.

		

		***

		

		“So why did you insist on staying at a hotel, instead of with us?” I quizzed my old pal, Ken, as we stood out on the patio while we drank a beer and I watched the steaks on the grill.

		A strange, guilty-looking grin creased his face as he answered, “I…uh…that is…we have some…uh…personal business to take care of while we’re down here. It’s not the kind of thing that would be…appropriate to transact while staying as someone’s houseguests.”

		I had thought I knew Ken pretty well. After all, we had been neighbors for over two years, when he and his wife had lived down the street from us. The four of us had become tight friends, often going to Dodger and Lakers games together, and on several weekend trips to Vegas and other places. And Ken and I had passed many an evening in his garage or mine, drinking beer, just as we were now doing, and bull-shitting about this and that.

		But he was being evasive now. That was for sure.

		“Okay, I don’t mean to pry into something that’s none of my business,” I finally replied rather stiffly, opening the grill cover and checking on the steaks.

		They were cooking perfectly. In about two more minutes, I would turn them and cook them on the other side. I closed the cover again and took another swig of beer.

		“Uh, you and Jen are younger than us by a few years,” he said, still looking furtive. I immediately realzed that it was hard for him to talk about whatever it was that was bothering him. “So I don’t guess you’ve ever had any…problems in the bedroom yet?”

		I stepped closer to him and lowered my voice as well, eyeing the back slider leading into the kitchen, where the girls were assembling the rest of tonight’s simple meal. I said, “Problems…what do you mean, problems?”

		“Well, I’m thirty-two and Teresa is thirty-one. We’ve been married for seven years now, and we lived together for another year and a half before we tied the knot.”

		He took another long pull on his beer. “The months before we made the decision to sell our house down here and to move up north, to the bay area, were hard on our marriage. We were already down to having sex only two or three times a month, and we talked it over and agreed that was one of the things we had to fix before we moved.”

		My old friend shrugged and went on to explain. “I knew taking over my dad’s business was going to demand a lot of my time, especially at first. It was a great opportunity to double or triple our yearly income, but it also represented a lot of work. I knew I wasn’t going to be home until late a lot of nights.”

		He let out a long breath. “We were afraid that the added strain on our marriage might prove to be too much. Teresa and I agreed that we needed a better relationship—on all levels—before we went ahead and added the burden of me working longer hours, returning home late almost every night, to our lives.”

		I could see that. I knew that Ken had moved up to north, by San Francisco, to take over his dad’s extremely successful electronics design firm, when the older man felt it was getting to be too much for him to run by himself anymore.

		“What did you do?” I asked him.

		“Well, first we went to see a marriage counselor, to strengthen our basic relationship. You know the drill, I guess. She taught us to step back from an argument before it reached the shouting stage, and showed us how to see a problem from the other partner’s point of view instead. The best thing we got out of our sessions with her was learning to act more toward each other like we did when we first met, instead of the way we’d come to act.”

		He looked around, and then whispered, “As for fixing the sexual aspect of our marriage…the counselor recommended we see a guy by the name of Doctor Love, believe it or not!”

		I had to smile at that. A man who fixed people’s out-of-whack love lives, being named “Dr. Love”--it was a little too cute. I said as much to my friend.

		“Yeah, that’s what I thought at first,” Ken grinned sheepishly again. “And meeting him for the first time didn’t exactly help lay all my fears to rest.”

		My heart was beating faster as I waited for Ken to go on and elaborate. While it was true that Jennifer and I were a few years younger than he and Teresa, we had been together as a couple for a long time.

		Our once-torrid sex life had slowly ebbed downward to about once a week or even less than that during some busy months. So, I was more than anxious to hear what Ken had to say, because some of our once-a-week sessions had clearly begun to feel like more of a marital chore to my wife—I could tell by the listless, I’m-just-doing-this-because-you-want-to sessions in the bedroom we had been sharing of late.

		“What do you mean?” I asked him at last, being the first to break the silence, so eager was I to hear more about this subject.

		“Well, to say some of his advice is unconventional is like saying that the Pacific Ocean is salty and has a lot of water in it,” Ken said, shaking his head. “Some of the things he does during his…consultations are a little hard to accept—at first, anyway.”

		While my old friend’s guarded response was more than a little off-putting, I was still keen on hearing more about this Dr. Love fellow. I was impressed by the results of his treatment. Because Ken and Teresa had struck me as being a different couple when they had first arrived at our place a half hour ago; much more vibrant than the two people we hung out with before they moved north.

		They had come across as being much more in sync with each other than I could ever recall them being in the past. It was almost as if they had fallen in love with each other anew.

		So I cut to the chase, “Did it work? Did this Love guy’s therapy sessions get you two back on track…in the bedroom, I mean?”

		A big, contented smile spread over Ken’s face. “Oh, yeah; Teresa and I have the best sex now we’ve ever had together—even better than it was when we first met and started dating. Man, our sex life is really something!”

		

		****

		

		“Let me get this straight,” Jennifer was saying t her friend Teresa in the kitchen just then, “first you have to agree to do whatever this man, Dr. Love, tells you to do, without question?”

		She finished her red wine and poured herself another, while thinking about what Teresa had just shared with her. This Love guy sounded kind of like a creeper to her.

		Her old friend laughed, her green eye twinkling with a boldness Jennifer could swear didn’t used to be there, and said, “Oh, yeah, the good Doctor is quite the control freak. He demands complete obedience or he will quit seeing you, helping you. He threatened to walk right out of the session if we didn’t do exactly as he told us, and never work with us again—and I believed him!”

		“Doesn’t sound like all that much of a threat to me,” Jennifer harrumphed. “I would never agree to be bullied that way in the first place.”

		Teresa peered into her eyes and whispered, “Not even if it totally revitalized your lagging sex life? What about the…problems you said you and Zack were experiencing lately? That was the reason I brought up our therapy sessions with the Doctor in the first place, remember?”

		Jennifer found herself shifting her weight from foot to foot nervously. She took a big sip of her recently-poured wine and asked, “Did it really help?”

		Teresa giggled and nodded enthusiastically that it had. “God, if Ken and I made love any more often, that’s all we’d ever do!”

		She leaned closer to Jennifer and whispered, “And, Jesus, it’s so hot! The way Ken gives it to me now is better than he fucked me when we were first dating, and both of us were a lot younger!”

		Wow, maybe Zack and I ought to give this guy a try after all, Jennifer thought to herself. Things in the bedroom between the two of them had definitely been in a bad place for quite a while now, and she knew that most of it was her fault.

		Zack is a real sweetie, but I don’t want to be made love to all the time—I miss being…fucked and fucked hard! She dared to let herself own up to what she really needed; maybe it was the wine, maybe it was Teresa’s breathless admission of how hot the sex between her and Ken was now, but she finally found the courage to admit to herself what she wanted, what she had been craving for so long!.

		I want so badly to really bowl my husband over in bed again, and Zack wants that, too, I bet, she went on to think. I know he’s disappointed in the tepid sex we have been sharing lately. He’s too sweet to say it, but I’m guessing he misses the old fireworks in the sack between us as much as I do!

		“How much does this Love guy charge?” She asked the question tentatively, after thinking about it some more.

		“Lots, he isn’t cheap,” Teresa admitted, taking a big drink of her own vodka and tonic. “And his…uh…unique method for breaking down barriers takes a little getting used to as well.”

		“‘Breaking down barriers’…what’s that supposed to mean?” Jennifer inquired uneasily.

		Teresa’s pretty face broke out into a cat-who-ate-the-canary smile as she said rather enigmatically, “Well, I guess you’d have to say the Doctor has a very….hand’s on therapy style.”

		The back slider opened just then and Zack stuck his head in the kitchen. “Hey, these steaks are just about perfect. How is the rest of the dinner coming along?”

		“Uh, it’s about done, too,” Jennifer said quickly, going over to the microwave and starting it. “Just let me zap these potatoes once more for two minutes or so, to finish cooking them and to make sure they’re piping hot when they’re served, and we’ll be ready.”

		She wished she had time to talk with Teresa about this rather bizarre “Doctor” some more, but she didn’t. Maybe after dinner, as they were putting the desert onto plates, she could squeeze in a few more questions…

		

		****

		

		She knew she had to hurry, since desert tonight was a slice of bakery-bought cherry pie along with a scoop of vanilla ice cream. It wouldn’t take long to put that together.

		“So, what else can you tell me about this Doctor Love character?” She whispered the question to Teresa, who had volunteered to help her serve the pie and ice cream.

		“Well, I already told you he’s very strict and demanding,” Teresa frowned as she thought hard. “And he will probably force you to do some things that are…difficult. He’s just doing it to help you.”

		Teresa thought some more as Jennifer sliced four pieces of pie and reached for the round carton of ice cream. Her emerald eyes sparkled as she remembered something else she thought her friend needed to know about the Doctor and said in a low voice, “he gives you this stuff…he calls it his love potion…and it makes doing all the naughty things he demands that you do so much easier.”

		Jennifer’s heart suddenly began to pound. She blurted, “What’s in it…drugs of some sort?”

		“I don’t know,” Teresa admitted with a sly smile. “He insists it’s harmless; just a blend of herbs and natural aphrodisiacs, mixed with pure spring water.”

		She paused and lowered her voice before adding, “All I know is that Ken and I have had some of the hottest sex we’ve ever experienced after taking a drop apiece of that stuff. Believe me, girl, nothing sounds too…out there to try, when you’ve got that love potion coursing through your veins…absolutely nothing!”

		In a whisper that was almost too soft to hear, even though a breathless Jennifer was standing right next to her, Teresa finished up with, “And your orgasms are so intense, you practically lose consciousness!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		Should We?

		

		An unexpected bit of bad news from another friend of mine resulted in an opportunity to see a bit more of Ken during his visit. The fellow who had taken Ken’s place in our informal golf foursome, Rod Harris, called and said his elderly mom had suffered a stroke last night, so he was flying out of town to be with her.

		After conveying to Rod my best wishes for a good flight and a positive outcome with his ailing mom, I called Ken on his cell phone.

		I gave him a quick explanation for the reason for my call and he said he’d be delighted to spend his Saturday on the old public course we had wiled away so many mornings in the past. He was keen on seeing the other two members of our old foursome. He said that he really had nothing planned, except accompanying his wife on a shopping expedition—which he was glad to cancel out on in favor of golf—and a late meeting in their hotel suite with the mysterious sex doctor tonight, after dinner..

		The only drawback to the switch in golf partners was Jennifer’s eager offer to take Ken’s place on the shopping trip. I could see this eventually costing me a few hundred dollars in new clothes that Jennifer didn’t really need, but I didn’t grumble about it.

		I was too anxious to spend a bit more time with Ken. His revelations about the Doctor had only piqued my interest in learning more!

		

		****

		

		Since we’d had an eleven o’clock tee time, Ken and I were done with our game and sitting in the clubhouse bar by three-thirty that afternoon. The other members of our foursome, Bob and Ozzie, had stayed for one cocktail before clapping Ken on the back, telling him how good to see him it had been, and departing for home.

		This left him and me sitting alone at the half-full bar; a perfect time to find out more about the Doctor. I cleared my throat and said in a low voice that I hoped the bartender and other patrons would not hear clearly, “What about us moving to a booth or a table for the next round?”

		Ken looked surprised by my suggestion. He asked, “What’s wrong with sitting at the bar?”

		I flashed him as furtive a look as the one he had given me last night—when we were discussing his and Teresa’s sex lives--before replying, “Uh, I wanted to ask you some more about the Doctor.”

		“Oh, yeah, then by all means let’s move over to that booth,” he agreed immediately, picking up his half full drink. “It will be a lot more private.”

		We quickly settled into the booth, leaning our head together as if we were plotting someone’s downfall. I whispered to him, “Tell more about this guy. Is he expensive?”

		“Yeah, he is,” Ken answered with a shrug of his shoulders. “But he’s worth it and, besides, you can afford it.”

		I sat back and shook my head, protesting “Hey, I’m only a community college English instructor.”

		He laughed and replied, “Yeah, but I’ll bet you make over sixty-five grand a year and Jennifer does okay with her part-time gig at the saving and loan. I bet that your combined income is right at a hundred grand or thereabouts. You can afford to spend a little of it here and there, to improve your sex life!”

		After squirming uncomfortably in my seat for a few seconds; I at last responded, “Yeah, well maybe we do, but we are saving for a bigger house, not to mention a couple of kids pretty soon. Kids are expensive to raise, you know.”

		Ken made a dismissive little gesture with his hands and drank some more of his cocktail. I wished for minute that I was a newly-rich business owner like him, courtesy of my dad. Money might not be such an issue with me either, were that the case.

		“How much are we talking?” I ventured at last.

		“Well, a house visit is five-hundred, just for him driving over to your place,” Ken answered. “And cost of the session itself varies. It can run from a grand, total, with the house visit fee and the charge for the session itself, to…uh…twenty-five hundred for an all-night session.”

		While my head was spinning from these outrageous numbers, my friend went on to add, “Plus, there’s the cost of the Doctor’s magic juice. It’s fifteen-hundred bucks a bottle; a bottle isn’t very big and it doesn’t last all that long, once you really get to using it. Let me tell you.”

		“Man, that sounds too rich for our blood, no matter how good this guy is,” I insisted, holding my hands up in a gesture of surrender.

		“I don’t know what’s in that stuff,” Ken said, ignoring my negative reaction, shaking his head, a wistful expression on his face, “but it’s awesome. The Doc claims it is all perfectly legal—just herbs and natural ingredients mixed with spring water—but Teresa is up for almost anything, after she’s had a drop of it.”

		He shot me an evil grin and said, “And I do mean…anything; virtually nothing is off the table, sexually speaking.”

		His voice dropped to a whisper as he added, “Plus, you’ll come like you never came before when you’re flying high on that stuff, and so will she…trust me on that one!”

		

		****

		

		“…and I don’t know if he has this effect on all of his female clients,” Teresa whispered amid the lingerie in Bloomingdale’s, “but I get so wet, just at the thought of seeing him again.”

		She looked around, making sure that none of the other female shoppers were paying any special attention to her and Jennifer, before adding, “That deep, sensual voice of his is like warm oil being rubbed on my naked body. And those eyes—they seem to see right into your soul. He somehow senses what a bad girl you can be…if you really let go and just do it!”

		Jennifer felt her own pussy clench at the thought of being in the company of such a sexy, dominant man. Her mind flashed back to those long-ago afternoon, when her older brother and his two oh, so handsome pals had…

		Shaking her head as if to clear it of those unwanted, lascivious memories, she plunged ahead with her questioning of Teresa once more, asking, “What…what sort of thing does he make you do?”

		Teresa gave a naughty little chuckle and blushed. She murmured, “Simply everything, darling; he makes you do it all!”

		A totally unexpected mini-orgasm crackled through Jennifer’s lush body at that moment. She grabbed onto the counter in front of her for support and closed her eyes, She gasped and came furiously, shivering from head to toe, shocked that she reacted so strongly to just the idea of being with a hot, dominant man who made you do it…all with him, right in front of your husband!

		“Whoa, I know someone who needs the Doctor’s services…badly.” Teresa said knowingly, eyeing Jennifer as if she understood perfectly what had just happened.

		Jennifer fought to regain her composure. She waited until her breathing had almost returned to normal and, averting her eyes out of shame, asked somewhat desperately, “But what about Ken? Doesn’t he object to another man doing whatever he wants with your body?”

		Teresa laughed--a low, guttural laugh that was unlike any sound Jennifer had ever heard her friend make before. She leaned closer to the trembling strawberry-blonde and murmured, “Are you kidding? He loves to watch us together.”

		The slightly older woman shuddered, almost as if she, too, was experiencing her own mini-orgasm, and finished with, “Hell, he likes to join in, too. Ken gets off on Doctor Love’s radical… treatments as much as I do!”

		

		****

		

		I returned to the house from the golf date about four-thirty. Jennifer wasn’t home yet from her shopping excursion, and that was okay with me.

		It seemed as if I had a lot of thinking to do, after my meeting with Ken today. He had been maddeningly vague about what actually happened during one of those expensive sessions with the Doctor, but I came away with the nagging suspicion that, whatever it was, it was overtly sexual, it would involve Jennifer, and that I would be required to watch what transpired.

		I got a beer out of the refrigerator and sat back in my recliner and thought about that at length. There was no denying that our once hot sex life had deteriorated into a shadow of its former self; and that I longed to have the fire back in our bedroom once more.

		But was I ready to resort to the machinations of some crackpot, drug-peddling charlatan, like this bogus…”Doctor”, who might very well get “hands on” with my wife in order to cure her of her sexual lethargy? Could I even do that?

		Or would I throw the son of a bitch out of my house when I saw him touch her for the first time?

		It’s true that I’m an English instructor, not a bully-boy, but I can still hold my own in a fight. I’m not a violent man by nature, but I have nevertheless taken part in a few bar brawls in my day. And I had usually managed to acquit myself well, even if I was the one saying so.

		I chugged the rest of my beer and thought about getting up to fetch another one. I’d had several cocktails with Ken at the lounge and I was already feeling just the tiniest bit under the influence.

		That was what I attributed my growing hard on to; how much I’d had to drink so far today. Sure, it turned me on--in a depraved, perverted way--to imagine my sexy little Jennifer being a bad girl with the faceless Doctor right in front of my eyes.

		But that was only a harmless fantasy, a titillating daydream. I imagined that most guys indulged in those from time to time.

		It was no worse than watching the occasional porn loop on the net. And what guy didn’t do that once in a while?

		I lurched out of the recliner, crushed my empty beer can, threw it in the recycling, and got another. Sitting back down in my chair, I imagined Jennifer, naked in this very room, sucking another guy’s cock while I watched.

		“Oh, Jesus help me,” I moaned, my erection back with a vengeance in just a few rapid heartbeats. “That would be so damned hot to see!”

		I guzzled more of my beer and fantasized about Jennifer’s talented lips going up and down on another man’s swollen shaft while I watched. I thought: Fuck--that is a kinky and wild thing to witness, even in your mind’s eye!

		I heard the sound of the door leading into the kitchen from the garage opening and closing just then. Jennifer came into the front room lugging a big shopping bag from Macy’s in one hand and one from Bloomingdale’s in the other. She grinned at me and held the bags high in triumph.

		“Congratulate me,” she laughed, “I scored a great new dress for work, on sale for half price at Macy’s, and I bought some sexy new lingerie at Bloomie’s.”

		“Mmmmmm, sounds great,” I said as I beamed back at her, shifting a bit in my recliner so that my erection wouldn’t be quite so noticeable. “I don’t suppose I could get a private showing of the lingerie, here in a little while?”

		To my great surprise, she didn’t shoot me down, as she had been doing of late, whenever I made a provocative suggestion like the one I had just voiced. Instead, she smiled seductively and said, “I think that can be arranged, if you’ll get me a glass of wine, so I can join you in a before-dinner drink, handsome.”

		With that, she headed into the bedroom, to put down her shopping bags, and I sprang out of my recliner, adjusting my hard cock inside the loose slacks I’d worn golfing, so that it wasn’t sticking out like a tent pole, as I headed for the kitchen. I yelled down the hall leading to our bedroom, “Red or white for you this afternoon?”

		“White, I think,” came her shouted reply, “there’s still a half a bottle of that nice Chablis in the refrigerator, left over from dinner the other night.”

		I went in and poured her a large glass of the chilled wine, chugged the rest of my beer, and got myself a fresh one. She was just coming down the hall when I got back into the living room, setting her glass of wine on the coffee table in front of the couch and my beer next to it.

		Seconds later, Jennifer pranced into the living room wearing the wispiest of negligees. It was black and so sheer that it hid nothing, with a matching, barely-there thong that clearly showed her cute little waxed-bare pussy lips along with the close-cropped “landing strip” of strawberry-blonde pubic fur above them.

		“What do you think?” She asked the question while doing a slow pirouette in front of me, showing off her trim ass and gorgeous legs.

		“Jesus, I don’t know what that outfit cost, but it was worth every penny,” I sighed, watching her strut over to the couch, mimicking a lingerie runway model’s sexy gait, and plop down next to me, reaching for her wine.

		She smiled and drank some. My eyes were drawn to her nice handfuls of breast as they came rolling to a gradual stop beneath the see-through material, her pink little nubs already almost half erect.

		On impulse, I reached out and took one of her sumptuous mounds in each hand and squeezed them gently, a soft moan escaping her lips into the wine glass as I did so. But she didn’t try to stop me.

		On the contrary, she pushed her large tits into my palms and drank another big swallow of wine. I grinned and rolled her petite knobs of flesh between my forefingers and thumbs.

		“What’s got you so excited this evening?” I couldn’t help but ask.

		She was acting like the old Jennifer, the girl who could never get enough sex, the one I had fallen in love with clear back in high school. During the last six months or so, her interest in joining me for an impromptu romp in the bedroom, like the one I was contemplating now, had gradually waned.

		Most of the time lately, she would gently spurn my advances, saying something like: “let’s watch some TV first; there’s a program on I’m really interested in seeing”, or “not right now, darling, I’m going to start dinner”.

		But not this evening; she put her nearly empty wineglass down on the coffee table and wrapped her arms around my neck, kissing me softly as I continued to play with her nipples. Her eyes flickered back open as she broke off the kiss after long moments, and I saw something there that I hadn’t seen in a while—rekindled desire!

		Again I asked her, “What’s gotten into you tonight—not that I’m complaining.”

		“You’re about to get into me…if you play your cards right, mister” she whispered in a sexy growl before she leaned in for another kiss.

		Her lips came open for me this time and I eagerly met her tongue with mine. The hard on I had been sporting when she came home was back fully. My cock throbbed beneath my slacks as she moaned way back in her throat. The image of another man’s prick gliding into that same slender throat--as she sucked at it with the lush, pouty lips I was so fervently kissing--suddenly sprang into my mind, the mental image so sharp it drew a gasp from me.

		Normally, I would have suggested we go into the bedroom, but I wanted her too much. And I wanted her right now!

		I broke off the kiss and wrested the new negligee from her body, almost tearing the diaphanous material of her skimpy thong in my haste to strip her bare. She giggled and unzipped me just as eagerly, also undoing my belt at the same time.

		“Ooh, my God, you’re so hard already!” Her voice was low, sexy, as she got my stiff cock out and fisted it a few times.

		I pushed her scanty thong down over her knees and all the way off, and slipped my middle finger into her pussy. Her level of wetness surprised me as well.

		“My God, you’re absolutely soaked!” I choked out the words in a shocked voice as I began to finger her soupy opening just as enthusiastically as she was jerking off my hard on.

		“Fuck me,” she all but begged, “oh, Zack I need this big thing inside me so bad!”

		In what seemed just seconds, I had all my clothes off and I was kneeling behind her on the couch, a big tit in each palm, squeezing them gently as I entered her super-wet warmth in one long lunge. She whimpered at how great that felt and moaned softly, “Yeah, just like that…really nail me with that big dick of yours!”

		I did her just as she asked. I took her pussy hard and deep, reveling in her tightness, the slickness of her hot sheath around me as I fucked her. She was sighing and moaning constantly, the way she did when she was really into sex, the way she used to sound when I had first bedded her back in high school.

		God, her body was still so fine! I banged into her cunt furiously, her trim little ass shaking with each hard penetration.

		I released my grip on her right breast and spanked that proud butt for her. She moaned even louder and whispered back over her shoulder, “Oh, yeah, that’s the way to spank my ass, darling. And you should spank it--because I’ve been a bad girl!”

		“What have you done, bad girl?” I was only too happy to go along with this harmless sex play, smacking her a good one on her left cheek, to go along with my initial palm-slap on her right.

		“Ummmmmm, that feels so nice,” she murmured, and I felt her pussy spasm around my pistoning cock before she added, “I’m bad because I…I’ve been thinking about e-mailing and making an appointment for us with this…this naughty doctor that Teresa has been telling me about!”

		Now it was my turn. My dick lurched inside of her, and I had to fight for control. I didn’t want to come before she did, and leave her unsatisfied.

		But hearing my wife give voice to the same fantasy that had gotten my cock so hard in the first place, before she returned home from her little shopping spree—namely of her sucking the dick of this charlatan “doctor”, right here, in this very room while I watched—almost pushed me over the line and made me shoot off inside her. I gritted my teeth and kept drilling her pussy hard. I wailed on her ass with my open hand a few more times as I fucked her fiercely, all the while struggling to keep from coming too soon.

		She shrieked and began to shiver beneath me, and her pussy clamped down tightly, entrapping my cock deep inside it. I groaned, relieved that her orgasm had started, and began to fire big jets of hot come into her very womb.

		We clung together, sharing our mutual, fiery climax. It was the best one we’d had in months.

		I wondered, if just fantasizing about a visit from this mysterious sex doctor could perk up our sex lives like this…what could actually seeing him do for us?

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		First Session

		

		“I sensed that you were not being entirely forthcoming with us, concerning your previous sex partners, Jennifer,” the Doctor admonished her in that deep, modulated voice of his. “I have been doing this work for a long while now, and I can tell when people are holding something back. Now, please tell us more about these two friends of your brother’s?”

		I heard all of this from what seemed like a far away place. Waves of warmth--very pleasurable warmth—just kept washing over my whole being after swallowing that one tiny drop of the “elixir”.

		Jennifer seemed just as affected as I was by the Doctor’s love potion; she was suddenly more than willing to talk about her liaison with three guys she had never mentioned to me before, during all the years we had been together. She gave the therapist a coquettish little smile and whispered excitedly. “They were really cute, and so much older than me. I was only fourteen and they were, like, eighteen and seniors--just like Robbie, my stepbrother was.”

		She toyed with a strand of her long, strawberry-blonde hair as she giggled and went on to say, “They always used to treat me like a kid, until these started to grow.”

		My wife cupped her bountiful breasts and squeezed them lightly for the Doctor before letting go of them. He smiled, as if this was perfectly acceptable behavior, and nodded for her to continue with her story.

		“I heard the three of them talking up in Robbie’s room one afternoon, after school had let out for the day. The door to my brother’s room was half-open, and I was curious about what they were up to, so I peeked through it. I saw them all staring at the computer monitor, talking very low and making comments about what they were seeing.”

		She shrugged and said, “I guess that made me even more curious, so I slipped into the room and craned my neck, so I could see what they were watching so intently. It was a porn video, of a girl who looked as if she wasn’t much older than me, down on her knees, sucking a guy’s big cock.”

		Jennifer shook her head and continued, “The boys were so engrossed with what they were seeing, that they didn’t even notice me for a little while. Then one of them, his name was Don, saw me out of the corner of his eye and elbowed Rick and Robbie. I remember Robbie fumbling to shut off the monitor. He was so embarrassed, just like his two friends were, when they realized that I had caught them watching porn.”

		My wife flashed us another naughty little smile and said, “I don’t know what made me so bold that day—maybe it was losing my virginity to Gene a couple of weeks earlier—but I remember saying, “She isn’t so much, that girl on the screen…I can do what she was doing, and I can do it better than her, I bet!”

		“You…you can? I remember my stepbrother blurted,” Jennifer relayed with a smug smile. “He demanded ‘since when do you know how to suck a guy’s cock’?”

		Jennifer turned slightly red--she was clearly reliving that day in her brother’s bedroom once more—as she added, “I wanted to impress him, and his pals. So I told him that I had sucked more than one, and I was pretty good at it, too.”

		A shudder passed over her as she thought about what had happened next. Her voice dropped to a husky whisper as she went on to say, “Don said I looked like I had nicer tits than the girl in the video, too--that was for sure. And Rick was smiling at me in a way he never had before. I remember him touching my cheek gently and saying that I was a lot prettier than the girl they had been watching, too.”

		My cock was as hard as a fencepost by then, and my own breathing had grown shallow. I was sitting on the edge of the couch. I desperately wanted her to go on, and at the same time, a part of me did not want to hear the rest of this lurid, unexpected tale.

		“The two of them acted like my brother wasn’t even there,” Jennifer said softly, remembering. “They…they unzipped their jeans and got out their cocks. They were so hard already, and both of them were way bigger than Gene had been; certainly bigger than any of the other ones I’d seen up until then.”

		She shivered again and went on, “Before I knew it, I was down on my knees in front of them, licking their cock heads, wanting so much to impress them with what a grown up girl I was, how worldly I had become. I didn’t want them to think of me as a skinny little nuisance anymore, someone they were always shooing away.”

		Jennifer closer her eyes, she went on with her torrid revelations, “I had one in each hand. God, they were so thick, so hot, so big, and…and I can remember wanting to suck them!”

		After a long pause, she said simply, “So I did.”

		She opened her eyes and added, “They didn’t last long. I didn’t stop them when they bent down to open my blouse and push up my bra so that they could play with my titties while I sucked them, my mouth going from one cock to the other.”

		A tiny smile creased her lips as she remembered, “They were both teenagers, so they probably jacked off a lot, but they still shot a lot of come when they went off in my mouth, and I managed to swallow every drop. That impressed them.”

		There was utter silence for the better part of a minute. At last I managed to croak, “What about your brother…what about Robbie…did you suck him off, too?”

		Jennifer shook her head that she hadn’t. “He beat off, watching me give his two pals blowjobs that first time.”

		I leaned back against the couch, my erection felt absolutely massive inside my slacks. My head was spinning.

		All at once it hit me. I sat back up and asked, “You said that first time! You mean there were…more times?”

		She gave me a small, almost pitying smile and answered softly, “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you about any of this before now, darling. I guess I was too ashamed.”

		My eyes bored into hers. I demanded once again, “Was that the only time?”

		Jennifer averted eyes from mine as she whispered, “No--that was just the first of many. Those two buddies of Robbie’s fucked me and got blowjobs from me until they graduated that spring. I got to where I was okay with stroking Robbie’s cock until he came, too, but I never sucked it or fucked him.”

		She looked at me and said simply, “He was my half brother, after all, so I knew it was wrong to have real sex with him.”

		Looking stricken, she rushed on to admit, “Hell, I knew that the whole thing with the three of them was perverted…wrong.”

		My wife closed her eyes and said dreamily, “But it was among the best, the hottest sexual experiences I’ve ever had. Those two guys used to fuck me so hard with those big cocks of theirs, one right after the other sometimes. And both together, too; I’d blow one of them while the other guy balled me. Usually, I stroked off Robbie’s fat dick with my free hand, while I did his two friends.”

		In a tiny voice that was almost inaudible, she went on to explain, “I got so damned turned on, being such a slut for them…such a bad girl!

		She turned to me and said pleadingly, “I never did anything like that again. I told myself I was over it, after I met you…that you were enough for me--that I had finally found a guy who really loved me, a guy who I really loved in return.”

		Another deafening silence filled the room. After what seemed like forever, the Doctor finally spoke.

		“That is what’s at the root of this current lack of sexual excitement on your part, isn’t it, Jennifer?”

		We both looked at him. He shrugged and went on to explain, “You wanted more. You probably still find yourself daydreaming about those magical afternoons in your brother’s bedroom, with three lusty young men who could make you come and come.”

		A tear rolled down her cheek. She looked mortally ashamed as she slowly nodded her agreement with what he had just said.

		Next, Jennifer looked over at me, and I could tell her heart was close to breaking as she stammered, “None of this is your fault. You’ve been so great all of these years. You’re handsome and you’ve got a great cock, and you’re so good in bed. And I love you so much!”

		She took a deep breath and added, “It’s just that I felt so…sexy with them; like I was older, like I was a woman for the first time. They’d always treated be like a little girl before that, like I was just underfoot.”

		A triumphant smile suddenly appeared on her face. She wiped away her tears with the heels of her hands and said, “After I started to…to fuck them, and suck them off, they quit treating me that way. They were super-nice to me, like I was special. And it was so wild, having a secret life; being a closet slut for three cute older guys, even if one of them was my own brother.”

		Jennifer looked at the Doctor. She sounded desperate to explain her past behavior as she blurted, “I felt dirty, but at the same time…proud. They all kept their girlfriends—they were going with a bunch of varsity cheerleader types from the senior class, really hot babes—but they spent at least one afternoon a week with me, up in Robbie’s bedroom. They said I was hotter than any of their girlfriends in bed, sexier…better!”

		The two of us, the Doctor and I, just looked at her for long moments. After a few seconds had gone by, she said simply, “It ended when the school year did. Rick went back east, to Duke, to take advantage of a basketball scholarship, and Don moved up to San Francisco to go to college. Even my brother, Robbie, went out of state to school, to play quarterback for Oregon. He now lives in Portland, with his family.”

		I was well aware of that. He and his fat wife, Debbie, and their three screaming, constantly-squabbling little monsters had flown down last Thanksgiving, for dinner at the folk’s house. We had sat across the table from them, chatting amiably.

		Flashing back to that family get together, I tried without success to remember any little special “sparks” that had flown between Jennifer and her older brother. There hadn’t been any, not that I had noticed anyway; nothing out of the ordinary at all.

		I tried to imagine the now somewhat overweight, pompous Dr. Robbie Cushman—he had gone on to become a very successful orthodontist—the way he had been back in high school; all buffed and handsome, lying on the bed in his room, his little sister’s hand flying up and down his swollen dick while she dutifully sucked one of his pals off and another one fucked her at the same time.

		Seeing all of that in my mind’s eye made me cringe alright. But it did something else; too, I was both shocked and ashamed to realize: it turned me on something fierce!

		For sure, I would never look at old Robbie the same way again. I wondered if I was cool enough to play it straight around him; not to tip my hand concerning my newfound knowledge about what really had gone on between his sister and him back in high school.

		I tried my best to rationalize it. After all, they weren’t really related.

		Though raised as brother and sister, he had been a product of his dad’s first failed marriage, already two years old when his divorced father had married my wife’s widowed mother. Jennifer had been only eight months old at the time. For years, she had thought of Robbie as her real brother; she hadn’t been told the truth until she was eleven, and her parents thought she was old enough to handle the true story.

		I drew my focus away from my brief reverie when I realized that both my wife and the Doctor were staring at me. Quickly finding my voice once more, I asked, “What?”

		“I said the next part of this is up to you, Zack,” he said somewhat impatiently, “weren’t you paying attention?”

		“Uh, no, I’m afraid not,” I apologized for “zoning out”. “What do you mean--the next part is up to me?”

		“Jennifer insists that you are a wonderful lover, and she has further stated that your cock is larger than average and is well able to satisfy her.”

		He turned briefly to my wife and asked her, “Is this not so?”

		“Y-yes,” she managed to stammer, clearly not comfortable discussing my dick size with a virtual stranger.

		“Well then, since we know that normal sex between you two is not the problem, our next logical step is to find out what your wife really wants; what she is truly lacking.”

		He cocked his head at me. “That is why I said the next part is up to you, Zack. If it turns out she wants to experience the excitement of being fucked by a stranger’s cock, are you going to be alright with that? And what if she decides she wants a sexual encounter similar to that which she enjoyed so much back in high school, with her brother and his two friends—how are we going to handle her…desires?”

		My head was already spinning as he added, “Do you want to be one of the three men participating in such a tryst; do you just want to merely watch, or are you unable to accept her need for such an assignation at all?”

		His eyes bored into mine as he went on to say, “Do you want her to seek out such a scene on her own, and not mention the details to you? Or would you prefer to hear all about it from her later, when she returns home from her…session with the other men?”

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

		What Did I Really Want?

		

		My poor mind was reeling. I found I couldn’t answer his questions right away.

		The image of Jennifer behaving like a regular, round-heeled, little slut back in high school with her step-brother and his two pals kept intruding on my consciousness. I couldn’t shake it, no matter how hard I tried.

		I knew those guys! Her brother, I had come to know pretty well, since I’d been with his sister for the better part of twelve years now.

		Rick and Don, I’d seen around campus, when they’d been seniors and I had been a sophomore. I hadn’t paid much attention to them, nor they to me.

		The idea that they had both had fucked Jennifer many times--and that she had willingly sucked them off and swallowed their teenage loads for them—I found difficult to get my head around. I mean, I had discovered quickly enough that she was no virgin when I first started dating her, but I had always thought of myself as her first serious sex partner.

		We had explored anal sex together, with her very reluctant to try it at first, then with her becoming totally at ease with me slipping my cock into that tight little back entrance of hers. We didn’t do it that way much anymore, but then we didn’t have conventional sex…period, much anymore, either.

		That was the problem! That was what had brought us to tonight’s “session”.

		At last I was able to take a deep breath and stammer an answer to the Doctor’s barrage of questions, admitting, “I…don’t know.”

		I glanced over at Jennifer. She was staring back at me, a strange look on her face.

		My wife definitely wanted this huge change in her life. That was obvious from her expression.

		She also looked extremely nervous about my decision. Was I going to explode with rage; scream at her, call her a slut? Was I going to tell her that I wouldn’t go along with her deviant desires, and then demand a divorce?

		But what couldn’t be denied was that she hadn’t spoken up to tell the Doctor that he was completely off base in his analysis of her desires. The idea of having sex someone other than me obviously tantalized her. That was clear.

		“Come on, Jen, help me out here,” I whispered, my voice sounding on the edge of desperation, even to me. “What do you want me to say?”

		After another agonizing pause, she said tentatively, “I…I don’t know either. If I decide to do this…”

		Her voice trailed off and she averted her eyes. She looked thoroughly ashamed of herself for lusting after something as…taboo as she was contemplating when she went on to say, “If I do this…I think I would want to have you there with me, if that’s possible.”

		Another few seconds crawled by and she finished in a low whisper that was all but inaudible, “I think I would feel better about it, knowing that you saw everything, not wondering if I was being truthful with you when I told you about it afterwards; afraid that I was leaving something out to spare your feelings.”

		There it was. My wife wanted to cuckold me, with me watching her do it.

		I started to tell her that I didn’t think I’d ever be okay with the idea of her cheating on me with another man, or with other men, when she added, “I think that would make it ever so much hotter, doing something like that with you watching me … and maybe even joining in!”

		My cock gave a lurch within my slacks and I fought to keep from coming at the mere thought of that. Maybe it was that damned “elixir” the Doc had given us—I kept telling myself that was it; I was drugged—but the mental image of another faceless man’s big, hard dick pounding into her as she looked up at me with those big blue eyes of hers, all the while sucking me off, nearly sent me over the top again.

		I almost came in my pants as I envisioned that, without even touching my cock!

		“Well, that could be very erotic, quite stimulating,” the Doctor’s calm voice broke into my thoughts just then, possibly saving me from the embarrassment of shooting off in my boxers in front of both of them.

		He was looking at me, watching me intently, as he continued, “If Zack is okay with it. Not every man is comfortable with watching his wife have sex with someone else.”

		The therapist thought about that for a moment, and then added, “Some men, of course, are aroused by it; they even encourage such behavior on the part of their spouses. It is called ‘wife-watching’, and it is growing in popularity with each passing year.”

		Warming to his subject, he added, “There is the milder form of the practice, meant to stimulate the couple’s mutual libido. The pair goes to a club or bar, entering separately, acting as if they don’t know one another. And then he watches as she sits by herself, being hit upon by strangers all evening. There may be dancing, if there is music, and he watches as his wife snuggles into the embrace of other men.”

		He paused and looked at me, and then at Jennifer before continuing his narrative, “Sometimes that is all that happens; sometimes she allows inappropriate touching and kissing during the dancing, while he watches and become very aroused, as does she.”

		The Doctor grinned and added, “Then they go home together and attack each other. Many couples swear by this harmless little sex ‘game’. Aficionados say that it can increase a long-married pair’s appreciation of each other by tenfold. They rediscover what they found so attractive about one another in the first place, through seeing how other men react to her presence.”

		“That does sound like it could be fun,” Jennifer allowed, and I saw that she was struggling to keep her voice calm.

		But her eyes gave her away. They were shining with excitement at the very idea of playing the sexy little “game” the Doctor had described.

		He nodded sagely before continuing, “Some couples elect to go even further eventually. The woman sometimes picks out the stranger who turns her on the most during the evening and actually has sex with him, telling the husband all about it when she returns home. This behavior is called being a hotwife.”

		I sat, stunned by the notion that some men were aroused, rather than repelled by their wives carrying on in this manner. What surprised me even more was the way my hard cock throbbed at the thought of my little Jennifer doing such a thing!

		I’m not some sort of voyeur…perv, I thought nervously. Am I? Do I really want to see Jen to seduce some other guy right in front of me, and go off and fuck him? And then hurry home to tell me all about the nasty, forbidden things she did with him…in bed?

		Judging from the stiffness of my dick, it seemed I might want that quite a bit!

		“There are many variations on this theme, of course,” the Doctor went on matter-of-factly. “They range all the way up to joining a swingers group, as a couple, and watching each other being intimate with other people.”

		The rumbling, well-modulated baritone stopped momentarily, and he focused his attention on Jennifer as he spoke further, warning her, “Many women, while they get off on being naughty for their on-looking husbands, can’t deal with his having sex with another woman, so swinging is not really for them.”

		Jennifer thought about that for a while. So did I.

		Did I really want that, to do something intimate with another woman while I watched my wife being a slut with another man? The idea had some obvious benefits—at least I would get something out of sharing my wife with other men; a chance to get the same sort of pleasure from their wives that they were enjoying with mine!

		But just offhand, the more I thought about it, becoming a swinging couple didn’t really sound all that appealing to me. It was something I’d have to think about it some more.

		“I…I don’t know if I could handle that,” Jennifer chose that moment to admit.

		She turned toward me and said softly, apologetically, “I know, that sounds so lame! Here, I’m asking you to watch me getting all nasty with other guys and I’m too selfish to give you the same freedom.”

		Once again, I imagined her naked, in this very room, sucking a big, fat cock that didn’t belong to me. A fresh wave of excitement coursed through me as I fantasized about that—God help me—and I almost went off in my pants again.

		What the fuck is wrong with me? I asked myself the question angrily. Do I really want this, on some level of my psyche that I didn’t know existed before all of this started? Or is it that damned “love potion” of the Doctor’s that’s making me feel this way?

		All at once, the memory of the last time Jennifer and I’d enjoyed great sex together came flooding back into my mind. It had been right here, on this very couch, the day she had come home from shopping with Teresa and I had come directly from my golf game with Ken.

		I realized in that instant that part of the reason that the sex that afternoon had been so hot was because I had been… fantasizing about my wife sucking the cock of another guy while I watched before she even got home that day!

		“Well, perhaps we can move on, without you making a final decision about a complete immersion in the swinging lifestyle right now,” the Doctor was saying just then to Jennifer, jerking me back into the present. “The idea of being with another man, or men, while Zack watches is very appealing to you, no?”

		Jennifer bit her lower lip as she thought that over. She turned to me, and after a long pause, answered in the tiniest voice imaginable, “Yes. God forgive me, but that sounds so damned hot to me!”

		We just sat and looked at each other for a long while. It was really all out on the table now. My wife wanted more thrilling sex than I, alone, could provide her with; sex with other men, and me watching all the while.

		She was staring at me so hopefully, so on-the-edge-of-her-seat-fearful that I would explode with anger at her need to…to see me cuckolded. For what seemed like forever, I just sat motionless, too stunned to speak.

		Could I really do what she wanted? I asked myself the question. Could I bring myself to watch as she…fucked another man right in front of me?

		Another pre-orgasmic shudder of total arousal gripped me as I thought of that, followed by a wave of self-loathing. I saw it clearly, a huge cock sinking into Jennifer’s tight little pussy slit again and again, making her swoon with delight, while I watched.

		The really disgusting thing about that was how turned on a part of me would be, witnessing that!

		“Darling, what’s the matter?” Her voice sounded worried and full of concern for me as I sat trembling next to her. “You look so pale, suddenly!”

		I gasped, trying valiantly not to come in my pants, still imaging her lush body being ravaged by some stranger’s big prick, with her absolutely eating it up; and me, too. I hesitantly admitted to myself that I found the whole idea of it to be so unbelievably arousing that I could barely stand it!

		At last, I managed to croak, “I…I’m not sure. You said a minute ago that you didn’t know whether or not you could handle seeing me with another woman.”

		Taking a deep breath, I went on to pant, “Well, I’m not sure how I would react to seeing you with another man.”

		The Doctor studied both of us for a moment. He seemed to make up his mind, nodding at us knowingly. I remembered what Ken had said about him being able to look right inside you, to somehow know just what you were thinking.

		He said softly, “Stand up, both of you.”

		He got to his feet and we did so too, as though we had no will of our own. Looking first at Jennifer and then at me, he said simply, “I think it would be best if the two of you removed all of your clothing now. I sense that you are both ready to move forward with the therapy.”

		A look of panic seized Jennifer’s face. I’m sure mine looked just as uncertain about this as hers did.

		“All of it?” She blurted the question worriedly.

		He stepped closer to her, putting his left index finger under chin, touching her physically for the first time. She actually trembled beneath that light touch!

		His smile was warm and reassuring, his smooth baritone sexy and provocative—like that of the famous singer from the seventies, Barry White, crooning soulfully about love—as he murmured, “I think you want to show me that incredible body of yours, Jennifer. Now don’t you?”

		Still shivering from head to toe my wife turned bright red. But she began undoing the buttons to her blouse for him, as if she was totally under his spell.

		I started to speak, to protest, but found I couldn’t. There was something hypnotic about his unwavering stare. My dick was hard as a pool cue as I watched, dumbfounded, as my wife finished undoing her blouse and stripping it off, her eyes never leaving his.

		“Now the bra,” he urged her softly, his stare unfaltering. “I know you’re proud of those spectacular breasts of yours. You want to show them to me, don’t you?”

		Her eyes grew even more heavy-lidded now, and she slowly reached behind her and unsnapped her bra, letting it fall to the living room carpet. Jennifer’s large, perfect breasts still stood out from her chest like those of a teenaged girl, and she smiled shyly up at him as she revealed them to this stranger.

		“Do…do you like them?” She whispered the inquiry breathlessly, knowing that he did. Any man who admired female perfection would.

		“Very much,” he answered. “Now, let’s see the rest, shall we?”

		Wordlessly, like a good little girl doing precisely as she was instructed, she undid the skinny jeans she was wearing and skimmed them downward over her long, sleek legs. While she was bending over, she unlaced her running shoes. Jennifer took them off, along with the white socks she was wearing. Then she straightened back up and kicked off the discarded jeans was well.

		She stood before him clothed only in her thin, almost-transparent white thong panties. They were so sheer that the tiny strip of strawberry-blonde pubic hair was clearly visible through them, as were her waxed-clean pussy lips.

		I noticed that there was also a line running down the front of the thin panties. My wife was already soaking wet down there! And her nipples were standing at full attention as the Doctor ogled her nearly naked body.

		“Please,” he urged her, and without another word, she slipped the thong down, over her delicious ass. It slid downward to her bare feet, leaving her totally nude before him.

		Jennifer looked as if she was about to have an orgasm without even being touched. I realized with a start that she loved this.

		My almost constant companion for the last twelve years was a secret exhibitionist! Under the right circumstances, the same woman--who had insisted on wearing frumpy, way conservative, two-piece bathing suits to the beach and at swimming pools when we’d gone on vacation--really got off on baring every inch of that hot little body of hers to a stranger’s eyes!

		“Gorgeous,” the Doctor said simply, “you are truly one beautiful young woman.”

		He turned to me and asked, “Are you going to strip naked as well, as I asked you to? It is very important that you do, in order for the therapy to succeed.”

		There was steel in his voice, hidden just beneath the polite request. I remembered what Ken had said about the Doctor demanding strict obedience during his “sessions” or he would simply walk away, never to be seen again.

		Truthfully, that didn’t sound so bad to me, right at the moment. This guy had just gotten Jennifer to strip naked in our living room by merely asking her to do so. And, before that, she had opened up to him about a secret part of her sexual past that she had never revealed to me.

		What else was in store for us, if we continued to do what the Doctor told us…to take his orders?

		I agonized for long seconds, and then began undoing the buttons on my shirt. The idea of having hot sex with my wife again had won out over being rational, or cautious.

		Remembering the last time we had come together with fiery passion, on the nearby couch after the shopping trip, I dutifully stripped off my shirt and started on my jeans…

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

		Watching

		

		I soon stood in our living room as naked as my wife. My cock looked enormous, much bigger than it normally got. I couldn’t ever remember seeing it this hard before, this swollen with lust and excitement.

		“Very impressive,” the Doctor acknowledged, staring for a moment at my towering erection.

		He turned to Jennifer and said, “My dear, please fetch one of those chairs from the dining room set, if you would? And place it right in the middle of the room.”

		Wordlessly, obediently, she did as he asked. The two of us watched her beautiful, ass-rolling gait as she went about her assigned task. There was no denying it: my wife’s bare butt cheeks were exquisite; truly a thing of beauty to behold!

		“Sit down,” he commanded me when Jennifer returned with the chair.

		I did as he asked. He moved around behind me, reaching downward and pushing my hands together behind my back. I felt some sort of restraint bite into my wrists, and he cinched it tight.

		“Hey, what’s the idea?” I demanded, squirming in the chair, my hard cock waggling about above my nut sac.

		“Sorry. I have to take this precaution,” he apologized, stepping in front of me and showing me another two plastic restraints, the kind of cinch-up straps the police use to secure suspects, when they are running low on handcuffs.

		“But years of experience have taught me that you can never really anticipate how a husband is going to react in this situation, the first time,” he explained as he went to his knees in front of me and quickly zipped my right leg to the chair leg.

		“What is this?” I asked, feeling stupid even as I said it.

		What he was doing now was obviously for his own protection. My thoughts about whether or not I would throw his ass out the door as soon as he touched Jennifer in front of me leapt back into my consciousness, as he finished zip-tying my left leg to the chair.

		So much for that bit of wishful husbandly bravado, I thought ruefully.

		“Now, my dear, you and I can proceed, as soon as you bring another of the dining room chairs into the living room. Then we’ll arrange it so your husband can see everything we’re doing,” he said with a smug smile, flashed Jennifer’s way. “We don’t want to hide anything from Zack, now do we?”

		My suddenly very compliant wife shook her head that we didn’t want that at all. Then she scooted quickly off to get another chair. She was back in seconds, lugging a second chair, and he took it from her and placed it at a ninety degree angle to mine, a couple of yards from the spot where I sat strapped in so securely.

		“Now we can get on with the session,” he announced cheerfully, slowly unbuttoning his shirt, after he had removed his suit coat and casually tossed it onto the couch.

		I stared at him intently as his well-defined chest came into view. Jennifer was staring, too, the oddest, most expectant look on her pretty face; almost like a little girl on Christmas morning, eagerly watching a present being unwrapped for her.

		The shirt quickly joined the coat on the couch. The Doctor’s chest was covered lightly with fur. The color matched his hair and beard—salt and pepper.

		I sat numbly staring at him as he kicked off his loafers, revealing that he wore no socks, and then undid his suit pants and tugged down his zipper. Smiling at Jennifer, he asked her softly, “Would you like to help me, my dear?”

		Like a prize pupil who was keen on impressing a favorite teacher, she sprang into action, kneeling in front of him, helping him step out of his pants. She hooked her thumbs in the elastic waistband of his roomy boxers and tugged them downward expectantly.

		“Oh, my God,” her voice sounded awed and somewhat shaky as his half-hard cock came into view, “it’s…it’s…enormous!”

		He took a step to his left, showing me his profile, and I saw what she meant. His massive prick was a good bit longer than my solid eight inches, and it was at least twice as thick as my own meaty member. The Doctor’s cock was as big around as my wrist and it soon throbbed to full erection as my wife and I stared at it together.

		“Would you like to touch it, Jennifer?” He asked the question politely, as if she might turn him down.

		Jennifer shuddered, and I could tell she’d just experienced a minor orgasm at the mere thought of touching this stranger’s mammoth cock. Frantically, she turned to me, fear and need dancing together in her blue eyes.

		“Go ahead, babe,” I managed to gasp. “It’s what you wanted, right?”

		She trembled even more as her mini-orgasm intensified. Too aroused to speak, she nodded that it was and wrapped her right hand around the mighty shaft.

		“God, it’s so…heavy!” She said it as if heavy was a good thing, indeed, and proceeded to work the loose skin up and down tentatively a few times.

		My hard dick jerked of its own accord at the sight of my wife with another man’s huge cock in her hand. I couldn’t help it. I moaned loudly, and both of them glanced over at me.

		Jennifer looked agonized. She immediately loosened her grip on the Doctor’s mammoth hard on and asked apprehensively, “Is it…is this …okay?”

		I gasped once more and my cock again dipped lower, then shot back upward. I nodded, finding myself too aroused to speak as well, fighting to control my sudden urge to come.

		She smiled at me thankfully, and returned to stroking the big prick with her small fist. The Doctor suggested softly, “Why don’t you turn a bit--so Zack can see everything you’re doing--and suck it a little for me? You’d like that, wouldn’t you…to have my cock in your mouth?”

		“Ugh! Oh, God…yesssssssss.” she hissed excitedly, shivering through what was obviously another, even more intense mini-orgasm as she contemplated sucking the Doctor’s cock right in front of me.

		But she also didn’t hesitate, I noticed. My wife scooted her knees on the living room rug until she was sideways to me, keeping his prick in her grip as she moved into position in front of him.

		The Doctor, for his part, reached out and centered the dining room chair behind him. He sat down in the armless chair and nodded for her to go ahead, smiling down at her.

		“It’s so big…I don’t know how much of it I’ll be able to get inside my mouth,” she warned him quietly, eyeing the huge prick in her hand, the way a mesmerized bird is said to stare at a cobra.

		“Just lick all around it at first,” the Doctor suggested helpfully. “Get it good and went with that little tongue of yours before you try to suck it.”

		I groaned as she nodded and stuck that tongue of hers out obediently. I watched, as hypnotized as she was, as she began to lap at the fat cock head. My own dick jumped again at the sensual, taboo sight of my wife cheerfully licking another guy’s glans.

		Jennifer let out a long, heartfelt sigh as she really went after the massive dick with her limber tongue. She ran it all around his cock head, and down onto the thick shaft, coating it enthusiastically with her shiny, warm spittle.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that’s very nice, my darling girl,” the sex therapist crooned encouragingly, “you’re doing a great job.”

		My wife gurgled happily at his praise and released her grip on his staff so that her lively tongue could go all the way down onto his smooth, gigantic nut sac. Did he shave that impressive genitalia of his, or did he have it waxed, I wondered idly?

		I didn’t know. All I knew was that his balls were the size of large tangerines as they lay nestled inside his bald, wrinkly sac, and Jennifer was going slightly crazy over them. Her wriggling tongue soon had his two huge orbs as shiny with her saliva as his prick was.

		“Very good,” he murmured, staring down at the spectacle of my naked wife slobbering all over his nut sac, kissing it, laving it with her tongue, “now suck my cock, Jennifer. You know you want to.”

		She had another mini-orgasm as he urged her to take his giant prick into her mouth. I could see her eyes close briefly, and she shuddered from head to toe as the hot spasms of forbidden pleasure rippled through her.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, this is so…nasty!” She gasped out the words, still orgasming hard.

		As the furious tremors ebbed, she turned to me, her eyes pleading…questioning…

		“G-Go ahead,” I managed to grunt. “If…this is what you need to do!”

		She nodded, shame-faced, that it was, and turned back toward him, her mouth coming open in anticipation. My wife leaned forward and slipped the oversized head in between her wet lips, her tongue starting to circle him wildly once more.

		I saw the bulge her tongue made against her hollowed cheek as she began to suck him off in earnest. She pushed forward a bit more, and two inches more of the immense cock disappeared into her enthusiastically nursing lips.

		“Uhhhhhhhh, oh, fuck!” I cried out in agony at the sight of my wife sucking another man’s cock and my own rampant dick jerked upward of its own accord once again.

		She didn’t stop to look at me this time. Jennifer merely forced another goodly chunk of the whopper cock into her lips, her tongue never ceasing its circular caress.

		“Oh my, she’s really good at this,” the appreciative Doctor sighed as she started to bob her head in and out, sucking even harder on his tender flesh.

		Jennifer seemed to go even wilder as she reveled in his praise of her blowjob skills. She moved her lips up and down his hard on at a faster rate and took more and more of the large-bore shaft into her mouth and throat with each bob of her head.

		Her gag reflex kicked in. She choked loudly, but kept on sucking and licking.

		Saliva was now hanging out of her moving lips in long, swaying strings which reached down onto her bare tits. Tears were starting to stream down her cheeks, but she didn’t hesitate; didn’t back off one bit.

		“God, but your wife gives an incredible blowjob!” The recipient of her intense oral ministration sighed loudly, sounding as if his own breath was getting short.

		My cock bounced up and down again, and I felt my own balls tightening as I watched Jennifer gobble the obscenely large prick. Her gorgeous face was now going all the way downward, to where his pubic hair would have started--if he’d had any, like a normal guy would.

		But then nothing about the Doctor was normal. His dick was way bigger than normal. So were those nuts of his, the nuts that were about to erupt into my wife’s eagerly sucking mouth!

		From the way he was moaning softly now, I knew that to be the case. He was also thrusting his cock up into her gliding lips and gulping throat as if they were some sort of an oral pussy for him to fuck.

		He glanced over at me, to see how I was reacting to him balling my wife’s more than willing mouth.

		Was that a tiny gleam of triumph I saw flickered through his eyes? Or was it just the glassy stare of a man being totally pleasured by a slut who really knew what she was doing with her mouth and tongue?

		Jennifer herself seemed oblivious to everything but the cock penetrating her face again and again. She was moaning, too, and I knew that she sensed the Doctor was about to blow off inside her suctioning lips.

		Her nipples looked enormous right at that moment. And, glancing down, I saw two tiny trails of excess lubricant streaming down her thighs as she sucked his cock frantically. She was so turned on by what she was doing that she was about to orgasm yet again!

		Time seemed to stop. There was just the sound of the two of them moaning…

		But wait. What was that other sound, besides the constant slurping of my wife’s lips around the Doctor’s prick?

		I realized it was me. I was groaning, too, my own lurid moans of total arousal accompanying theirs--my own dick ready to explode right along with his!

		Without even being touched, I was about to come. My balls were drawn up so tight that they actually ached for release.

		“Do it, you hot bitch!”

		I didn’t recognize the pleading voice as my own at first. It was as if someone else had croaked out the urgent plea.

		“Suck him off all the way,” I begged her, my tensed-up body twisting atop the chair. “And swallow every drop for him!”

		The Doctor shuddered. His unreal cock bucked within my wife’s sliding, sucking lips.

		I heard her gulp loudly and saw her throat begin to work frantically, swallowing. He moaned and gripped her with hands on both sides of her head and fucked up into her mouth as he filled it with come.

		“Uggghhhhhhhhhhhh!” I screamed as my own load began to jet outward, my dick dipping and jerking wildly as it came and came.

		The first long, creamy rope of my come shot nearly to the coffee table, and plopped down onto the carpet. I held on to the chair and gasped loudly as the second streamer of spunk left my engorged dick and rocketed across the room even further than the first one had!

		Jennifer mewled as she, too, started to orgasm--a really all-out, fierce one this time. She vibrated from top to bottom as she kept on swallowing and moving her lips in and out on the Doctor’s geysering cock.

		The vast outpouring of his big nuts quickly proved too much for her to keep up with, and twin streams of thick, heavy jism began to leak out of both corners of her mouth. They trailed downward, the way her spittle had earlier, and dripped down onto her swaying tits.

		“Oh, fuck, but that looks obscene, so fucking…hot!” I wailed out the words as a third huge jet of come shot from the end of my dick and spattered down onto the carpet.

		My wife now had her right hand thrust between her legs as she gulped down her new, illicit lover’s hot goo. She was frigging her own cunt furiously, still orgasming as if she couldn’t stop. For long moments, I wondered if she would ever stop coming!

		I wondered if I would, as yet another gusher of semen erupted from my cock and plopped down onto the living room rug. Another loud groan escaped my lips as a fifth strong ejaculation fired out of my prick.

		This one wasn’t as big as the others. My towering orgasm was ramping down at last.

		After long moments, I heard the Doctor give a long, satisfied sigh and pull his spent prick from my wife’s jizz-smeared lips. He grinned down at her.

		“You were fantastic,” he panted, patting her on the head as he would that of a dog that had pleased him. “For a first effort, that was incredible.”

		Jennifer’s big chest was heaving as she struggled to regain her breath; her tits covered in his come. Her face was likewise shining with a thick coating of semen. It shone—pearly white and gooey--from her chin to the corners of her mouth.

		I fired a last salvo of jizz myself as I watched her shyly lick up as much of his come as her tongue could reach and swallow it for him. He watched with approval as she gulped it down, amid her gasping for breath.

		He looked past her, to the long, thick lines of my semen that were beginning to soak into the rug, and smiled over at me. Shaking his head, he said, “Don’t bother denying that you enjoyed witnessing that. The evidence of your approval is irrefutable.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

		Joining In

		

		It took a full five minutes, according to the ornate clock sitting atop the nearby fireplace mantle, for the three of us to recover fully. I recalled what Ken had said about having the most intense orgasms of my life when I was “on” the Doctor’s elixir.

		I couldn’t dispute that, based on what I’d just experienced. My recently-concluded orgasm was the longest, most pleasurable one I could ever remember having. It seemed to go on and on, and sweet Jesus, was the sheer intensity of it ever mind-shattering!

		Looking over at Jennifer, I could see that she was barely with us. She, too, was still reeling from her own furious climax. My wife‘s face was a study in conflicting emotions: she seemed to be delirious with joy, thoroughly ashamed of her wanton behavior, while at the same time being proud of what a bad girl she had been—all at the same time.

		As I watched her intently, she seemed to become aware of the big globs of the Doctor’s semen gleaming atop her ample breasts. She started to get to her feet, mumbling something about “washing up”.

		“Nonsense,” the sex therapist told her, putting a big hand on her shoulder, urging her to stay on her knees down on the carpet, “there are few things sexier than a woman as beautiful as you are, with a man’s come still gleaming on her breasts, sucking yet another cock.”

		“A-Another cock,” she asked the question hesitantly, looking confused, “but there are only the two of you here, and Zack just came.”

		“Your husband looks more than ready for a little taste of those sweet lips around his prick now,” the older man told her.

		Amazingly, I was still almost fully erect! My cock had gone down a bit from its former rock-hard state, but it was nearer to being an erection than it was to being a limp dick, that was for sure.

		I bet it’s from that damned elixir of his, I thought as I stared downward, impressed by my own tumescence. God, I never dreamed I’d be this hard so soon after experiencing an orgasm like that one!

		Jennifer seemed to be amazed by my newly-discovered sexual stamina as well. A sly smile spread across her lovely face, still painted with the odd glob of the Doctor’s come, as she stared with amusement—and undisguised arousal--at my semi-hardness.

		“Wow, honey, are you suddenly sixteen again?” She asked me the question with her impish smile, which morphed slowly into a big grin.

		My cock swelled a bit more. I watched her move almost imperceptibly toward it, drawn a like moth to an open flame.

		“Suck it for me, babe,” I implored her, “just like you sucked his.”

		Her body shivered involuntarily as a fresh set of pre-orgasmic tremors rippled through her. She looked up at me, her blue eyes bright with excitement, and I found myself falling in love with her all over again. My wife was so fucking hot!

		“I’m serious, why is it so hard, so soon?” She whispered as she stared, transfixed, at my stiffening prick.

		“How can it not be, after watching you being such a bad girl right in front of me?” I said, hoping turn her on still further, but it was the truth.

		Her wanton behavior with the Doctor and his big dick was like a powerful aphrodisiac to me. I wouldn’t have thought I’d react that way, until it actually happened, but seeing her with another guy was even more arousing in reality than the fantasy had been—God help me!

		“You liked it?” She seemed dumbfounded by my reaction to the torrid blowjob she had just given an almost total stranger.

		“I want one too, as good as the one you just gave him,” I murmured almost inaudibly, such was my shame at admitting how much seeing her swallow his copious load had turned me on.

		She smiled at me again, and licked her lips, seemingly in anticipation. She had that teasing, I’m-such-a- bad-girl look on her face as she got down on all fours and crawled slowly across the few yards of carpet that separated us. She said in a taunting voice as she approached my chair, “I’m not sure I can swallow any more of that stuff again…so soon, I mean.”

		“Why not, what’s to stop you?” I challenged her.

		“Because,” she whispered as she reached me, “he shot me so full of come. I just swallowed so much of that thick, gooey stuff--I don’t know that my tummy can hold much more.”

		The naughty, provocative way she said it, teasingly, her chin still showing a light smear of his drying jism, made my dick jerk to full attention before she even touched it. She smiled and pounced on it, opening her mouth and engulfing all of me on one big swallow.

		“Oh, oh, man, that feels so good,” I gasped out the words as her tongue circled me and I watched her swallowing the residual come that had clung to my cock.

		Her head began to bob up and down, her suction sure and steady, her tongue never stopping its endless circuit of my hardness. I squirmed in the chair and longed to be free of the restraints, so I could push my hips upward still further, and fuck her mouth as the Doctor had when he had come inside it just now.

		“She is very good with those pouty lips and that naughty tongue of hers, isn’t she?” He asked at that moment, walking over to her and getting down on his own hands and knees behind her as she blew me.

		He arranged her legs the way he wanted them, spreading the knees out further, and tilting her ass up into the air. This had the effect of pushing her come-smeared tits against my thighs as she leaned over me.

		I gasped as she began to rub her very erect nipples against my legs while she sucked my cock. They floated against my skin, riding on a thick, sticky cushion of the Doctor’s spunk.

		“This little thing looks so…edible,” his deep voice hissed just then, his tongue swiping up and down her juicy cunt.

		Now it was Jennifer’s turn to gasp, and she did—around my cock--as he started to eat her pussy while she sucked me. If anything, his oral attentions had the effect of making her even more desirous of my prick.

		Her lips moved from the top clear to the bottom, her tongue swirling and swirling around my firm flesh, her cheeks hollowing with suction. It felt fucking great!

		The Doctor was obviously no slouch when it came to cunnilingus. He soon had her moaning with pleasure around my dick and slurping at it eagerly, her whole body shivering with pure, forbidden excitement once more.

		He waited until she was murmuring and sighing with the need to orgasm again. Then he eased his mouth off her dripping-wet pussy. She mewled in protest around my gliding cock.

		“Now, just relax,” he whispered.

		She was facing me square-on, so I couldn’t see exactly what he was doing, but from the way she suddenly went rigid and his angle behind her, I quickly surmised that my wife’s snug little pussy was about to be penetrated by the Doctor’s horse-cock. He pushed forward gently with his hips and I heard her moan around my prick.

		“I am a little bigger than your husband, but you are so wet…I’m sure you can handle my length and girth,” he assured her as he slipped inside of her quim for the first time.

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” she hummed in mild protest, not really trying to pull away as his cock breached her fully. He slid the first few inches of his massive dick into her warm depths.

		“Oh, Omigod, it’s so big!” She burbled the words around my cock and dug her fingernails into the tops of my thighs as he slipped all the way up inside her.

		This experienced seducer of other men’s wives gave her a moment to get used to his extraordinary size, and then began to fuck her. He was slow and gentle with her at first, and she purred like a contented kitten as his thickness caressed her clit with every gliding penetration.

		“Oh, Zack, he’s…he’s fucking me!” My wife gasped out the words, as she momentarily spat out my prick, panting for breath as he picked up speed.

		“He sure is, babe,” I commented woodenly, my voice sounding as stunned as I felt right at that moment.

		The only sound in the room was his thighs slapping against hers as he bottomed out in her again and again, his thrusts growing more forceful and closer together as he warmed to his task. My poor Jennifer’s eyes crossed for a second at the sensation of being spread so wide and filled to the brim with that much hard dick.

		She hissed, “God, that huge thing is starting to feel so good inside me!”

		She wavered for a few more seconds, as if deciding what to do, and then slipped my hard on back into her mouth and began to suck it with renewed gusto. I thought about asking the Doctor to stop fucking my wife, but what would be the point?

		He was already balls-deep inside her, and she was obviously starting to love it. And, besides, her mouth felt like heaven sliding up and down on my dick!

		Jennifer started moving her hips back to meet his plunges into her. She was either a quick study at being double-fucked, or she had retained the muscle-memory from all of those past afternoons spent up in her step-brother’s room, because she sucked me easily while she balled him. She quickly establishing a rhythm as she eagerly accepted the penetration of the Doctor’s fat cock while she proceeded to go slightly crazy on mine

		I thought she had given me some memorable blowjobs over the years, but they all paled next to this one!

		My wife’s gorgeous face had been magically transformed. She had somehow morphed from my beautiful helpmate and best friend into the sexiest slut in southern California!

		Jennifer’s lips flew up and down my dick, her tongue driving me crazy as she sucked noisily at my cock. She was cooing and moaning constantly by now, and her ass smacked up against the Doctor’s belly as he fucked her flat out.

		Her expressive blue eyes widened as her orgasm fast approached, and I watched, fascinated, as she gobbled my dick as if she couldn’t wait for it to explode in her mouth. Her long, strawberry-blonde mane whipped back and forth, and she began to make that high-pitched little sound she sometimes makes when she is going to come really hard.

		The Doctor’s hips were a blur now, as he powered his huge cock in and out of her tight confines like a machine. She shuddered, and I knew she was getting close.

		All at once, he licked one of his thick fingers and ran it all the way up inside the puckered rosebud of her asshole, and a shriek of surprise escaped her lips. She shivered once again, and sucked so hard on my cock that she threatened to tear it out by the roots.

		He began to really pound her pussy again, leaving the buried finger in place, and Jennifer went absolutely nuts. Normally, her ass was strictly off-limits these days, but she didn’t seem to mind a bit as he began to finger-fuck her asshole while he reamed out her cunt with his monster cock!

		“Ugh! Ugh! Ooh,” she sighed, poised right on the brink of a massive orgasm.

		Her taut body quivered and her head plunged back down around my ready-to-shoot prick, her tongue lashing wildly at it as she sucked. The Doctor sunk his dick into her and moaned loudly.

		He…he’s coming in my wife’s pussy! I realized. Jesus, with those gargantuan nuts of his, I bet he’s really creaming her!

		Jennifer stopped her frantic hip lunges and gulped down my spunk as the first big jet of it hit the roof of her mouth and spattered everywhere inside it. I heard her gurgle with utter joy and felt her begin to come.

		She trembled and twerked her ass back onto his buried cock, milking the jism out of it. The three of us clung together; locked in a gigantic shared orgasm that was so intense I thought I might pass out for a moment.

		My dick spurted and spurted, as if I hadn’t come in weeks, and Jennifer guzzled it eagerly, swallowing everything I could give her.

		The Doctor’s eyes grew heavy-lidded as he flooded my wife’s pussy with his seed. And she looked as if she might lose consciousness; too, she was climaxing so furiously.

		For long moments, the magical three-way orgasm rolled on. At last, my balls felt thoroughly drained, and my cock started to go soft between my dazed wife’s lips.

		“Oh, oh, fuck but that was incredible,” I sighed, watching my dick slip from between her jism-slick mouth.

		Jennifer had a dreamy, other-worldly look of utter contentment on her beautiful face as she murmured her agreement. “God that was nothing short of unbelievable, babe; never in my whole life did I come like that!”

		The Doctor tugged his spent python of a cock from her clinging lips and smiled at us. He nodded and said, “Very satisfactory, indeed, for a first session.”

		He got up off his knees slowly and went over to the couch, where his clothes were piled on top of each other. As he quickly got dressed, he said, “That will be a thousand for the house visit and the first session, plus fifteen-hundred for a vial of my elixir.”

		Stopping to look at us, he cocked his head and asked, “I assume you want to buy a vial of my elixir?”

		I shook my head to clear it. Looking down, I nodded at the restraints.

		“How about removing these?”

		“Oh, a pair of simple kitchen scissors should suffice,” he nodded at my wife, who was slowly getting to her feet, still looking somewhat out-of-it from the intensity of the fucking she had just received.

		“Jennifer, would you be a dear and go into the kitchen and find us a pair of scissors?” The Doctor asked the question sweetly, as he shrugged back into his coat.

		He turned to me as she disappeared obediently into the dining room on her way into the kitchen. The Doctor said softly, “Now, that wasn’t so bad, was it? Watching your wife with another man, I mean.”

		He glanced down at my now limp dick and smiled, “You seem to have reveled in it, as a matter of fact.”

		I cast about for an answer. I couldn’t find one I liked.

		At last I admitted, “It…it wasn’t as bad as I imagined it would be.”

		The Doctor laughed and clapped me on my naked back. “Oh, come now, Zack, you loved every second of it, once you got used to the idea of seeing Jennifer with another man’s cock inside her. And you saw how much she loved it.”

		He may as well have kicked me in the gut. She clearly had loved it, all of it.

		And I realized with a sinking feeling, deep down inside, that she would want to do it again and again. Tonight was only the start of our mutual slide into the depths of depravity.

		I might as well get used to it. Somewhere deep inside me, I realized that I could get used to it…that maybe…I wanted this to be the new norm for my gorgeous wife and me!

		That thought really scared me. But I knew it to be true.

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

		What Do You Want To Try First?

		

		We lay in bed, huddled together, and eagerly studied the screen of my laptop. I had grumbled under my breath last night, when I had finally been cut free of my restraints in the living room, and had soon found myself dressed once more and counting out hundred dollar bills into the outstretched palm of the Doctor. Cash was the good doctor’s preferred means of payment.

		There was quite a pile of the crisp, new notes by the time I was done. Fifteen-hundred for a bottle of “elixir”, a thousand for tonight’s house visit and “therapy session”, plus five-hundred more for entry onto his website for a year; it all added up to quite a chunk of cash.

		But now, all of that money seemed almost worth it. We had spent the last half an hour exploring his website together and we were excited to discover that we could chat with other clients of the Doctor’s and ask them questions about this new, sexy lifestyle we were about to adopt, as well as read some articles posted by The Man himself. These featured tips about finding just the right swingers club--should we choose to do so--the ins-and-outs of enjoying the “wife-watching” experience to its fullest, and pitfalls to avoid when dabbling in the “hotwife” phenomenon.

		There was even a section inviting his cash-strapped female “clients” to become a part of the Doctor’s stable of very high-end, exclusive, and extremely discreet escort service. Some ladies, the section explained, accepted just enough “dates” during a given month to cover the expense represented by the Doctor’s sessions, and to replenish their supply of elixir, while others treated serving as an escort more as if it were a very lucrative, exciting game, much like wife-watching or being a hotwife.

		You could, according to the description, work as much or as little as you chose. And some wealthy members did it mostly for the thrill involved, not really needing the money.

		“Well, I don’t think we’ll be trying that,” I commented dourly to my wife as we clicked off that part of the site and opened a new section to peruse.

		Was it my imagination, or did I see a flash of disappointment in Jennifer’s blue eyes as I said that being an “escort” was strictly off the table in our case? Did my wife harbor some secret fantasy about selling herself to utter strangers for their sexual pleasure—and, possibly…for hers?

		My cock stirred beneath the covers as I thought about her doing just that, and I vowed not to be so dismissive—right off the bat--of the options presented on the Doctor’s naughty site from here on out. The image of Jennifer dressed to the nines, wearing her most expensive evening gown, plus all of her finery, going out on a “date” with a complete stranger? The more I thought about it, the whole notion of my wife selling herself to other men for sex had a huge, forbidden excitement about it.

		Perhaps we would discuss it further, after we had tried some of the other, less radical “activities” described to spice up our sex life on the Doctor’s wicked website.

		“If you can’t see me as an escort, then how about me becoming a wife who pretends she’s enjoying a night out on the town, on her own, as she dances with other guys and lets them play with her…goodies a little while you watch?” Jennifer asked me brightly just then, clicking on the Doctor’s article about “wife-watching”. “How does that sound, babe?”

		I grinned encouragingly at her and answered, “Now that sounds more like something we could try right away. And I want to make it clear that I’m not totally shooting down the escort idea…but let’s work our way up to it, okay?”

		My wife looked absolutely ecstatic as she threw her arms around my neck and gushed, “Oh, honey, you’re being such a good sport about all of this! And I love you so much for that.”

		She kissed me and I immediately opened my mouth and let her dancing tongue inside. We’d made love once since the Doctor had left last night and again early this morning, a few hours ago.

		And both of those couplings had been at least as hot and steamy as the one I remembered so fondly from a few days back, when we came together on the couch, after my golf game with Ken. This was the Jennifer I had fallen in love with so many years ago and married!

		God, it feels so great to have the old fire back in our relationship, I found myself thinking as she ground her hard, erect little nipples into my chest as we soul-kissed. We’re about to fuck again, and we haven’t even had a drop of the Doctor’s magic elixir yet today!

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I’m so excited,” she breathed in my ear as we finally broke apart, licking my lobe playfully as soon as she finished speaking. “I wanted it to be like this between us again so desperately!”

		“Me too,” I panted, rolling her onto her back and centering my stiff cock in her juicy twat once again.

		“Ugh, oh, God, you’re so hard,” she gasped as I shoved myself all the way into her without preamble.

		“And you’re so wet…so ready,” I marveled as I began to fuck her slowly. “Geez, Jen, you’re like a different girl!”

		“Oh, baby, give it to me,” she urged me, running her fingers through my hair as we picked up the pace. “I feel life a different girl, ever since you let me suck off the Doctor’s big cock last night while you watched. That was so fucking hot!”

		My dick lurched inside her as I remembered the excited look on her pretty face when he started to unload those big balls of his down her throat. It was hot! It had been hotter than hell, seeing that!

		“And when he ate my pussy while I was sucking your big dick…and then…then he fucked me with that huge cock of his…” she sighed and really began to screw me back, her eyes shiny with an unholy excitement.

		I felt her already tight pussy clench around me and banged down into it even harder, as I remembered the Doctor fucking her out in our front room, just last night. She trembled beneath me and sighed again.

		“God, that was so unbelievable,” she whispered looking up at me with that angelic face of hers aglow with illicit arousal. “I haven’t felt anything like it since…since my brother’s friends used to gangbang me back in high school, before I met you.”

		I groaned, thinking of those two guys using her body, one after another, the same body I was fucking right now. My nuts tightened up and I murmured back, “You’re a bad girl, Jen. You’re so bad!”

		“Yes, yes, I’m your bad girl, Zack, darling,” she burbled happily, and I could see that she was about to come already. “Do you like it? Do you like being married to a bad girl?”

		A thrill such as I’d rarely experienced before raced through me as I fucked her juicy cunt harder. It started in my head--as I relived her moaning and cooing as the Doctor pounded into her while she sucked my cock--and crackled down my spine, right into my nuts.

		“Oh, God, I love it.” I gasped as I exploded into her depths. “I just love being married to a bad girl.”

		Jennifer started to orgasm furiously as my come rocketed into her. She looked so beautiful, so naughty, taking my cream like that!

		“Oh, fuck, Jen, I love you,” I hissed—slightly out of my mind with pure lust--just before I kissed her passionately. “And I love how bad you can be!”

		

		****

		

		“Are you sure you want to do this tonight…so soon?”

		My wife sounded as if she was walking on air. I knew that she was thrilled I wanted to do this tonight, and that I had embraced her bad girl fantasy so enthusiastically.

		She stood in front of the bathroom mirror, primping and making sure her hair and make up were perfect before we left for the dance club. I couldn’t believe how happy she looked as put the finishing touches on her carefully made up face.

		“Why wouldn’t I want to try ‘wife-watching’ on this fine Saturday evening?”

		Jennifer turned and looked at me. She giggled like a little girl as she said, “Oh, I don’t know…maybe because we already had as much sex in last night and today as we’ve had in the last three months?”

		“You don’t hear me complaining, do you?”

		She went up onto her tiptoes to kiss me, the satisfied little smile never leaving her beautifully made up face. Her arms came around my neck as she whispered, “No, I sure don’t, you stud you.”

		Our kiss was long and gentle. Passion gradually re-ignited as her tongue sought and was granted entry into my mouth.

		God, but my wife is one hot woman, once she gets going! I felt her nipples pressing against my chest as they grew more excited with each passing moment.

		“You’d better stop that, or we’ll never even make it out of this bedroom, let alone to the club,” I panted, reluctantly breaking off the steamy kiss, my cock already half-hard inside my slacks.

		She smirked and then whispered mischievously, “Would that be such a bad thing? We can always go dancing some other night.”

		I grinned at this sexy, impish woman that my wife had suddenly changed into and could only shake my head in wonder as I replied, “I thought you were excited about going out and showing off that hot little body of yours to other men, while I watched you do it?”

		“I am,” she said, releasing me from her embrace, “but I’m starting to love showing it off to you again just as much. It’s like I’m rediscovering what a hot, hip guy my husband is, too. The Doctor’s website said that might happen, and it was so right about that.”

		Jennifer looked me up and down approvingly and growled softly, “Wow, you are a real honey of a man. I think I had totally forgotten that.”

		I stared back at her, a huge smile on my face. She was wearing a pair of four inch black heels, an absolutely dynamite, sparkling-blue dress that matched her eyes almost perfectly, and way more make up than she usually did.

		Those twinkling-with-fun blue eyes stared out at me from a carefully applied, thick coating of mascara, a thin veneer of grey eye shadow, and a perfect application of blush which served to suppress those cute freckles of hers just a bit. Her tawny red-blonde hair was hanging loose and shiny on her bare shoulders, and the low-cut bodice of the blue dress showed off her sumptuous cleavage.

		“And you are going to be the sexiest, most beautiful girl in that club tonight,” I promised her. “The way you move that gorgeous body of yours when you hit the dance floor--every male eye in the place is going to be focused on you.”

		A slight blush spread over her face as I finished raving about her, and she shook her head demurely as she replied, “I’m sure there are going to be younger, hotter women there tonight. I’ll be lucky if any of those guys pay me the slightest bit of attention.”

		I laughed and put my arm around her and walked her out into the bedroom from the master bathroom. As we made our way down the hall and I said, “I doubt that. There may be younger women there, but none of them can hold a candle to you, looks-wise, babe.”

		

		****

		

		It turned out that I was right about that. An hour later, I was sitting at the bar of a medium-sized dance club in Santa Monica and watching as my wife pranced around the floor with a big black guy who could really shake his ass.

		It seemed to me that most of the male eyes near me were focused on Jennifer and her fine little butt as she shook it right back at him. Guys all around me were practically drooling over her, even the ones with dates for tonight, much to the disappointment and dismay of those other girls.

		We had gotten to the club at nine or so and had each taken a drop of the Doctor’s elixir. Then we gone in separately, with me first, taking a seat at the rapidly-filling bar, and her follow me a full five minutes later. That was the way the section about wife-watching on the Doctor’s website had suggested we do it.

		And it had worked perfectly. When Jennifer had entered the crowded club by herself and found a seat at a small, empty table, all the men around me had noticed the stunning strawberry-blonde with the fantastic figure immediately.

		The first drink had arrived--compliments of a very handsome, tall young guy with an athletic frame, short-cropped dark hair, and a dashing smile who was seated just down the bar from me—before my wife could even finish her order for a glass of the red wine she favored. The guy raised his glass in a toast and flashed a devastating smile her way as he did so.

		Jennifer had returned the smile, and had danced her first dance with him, snuggling in close; her beautiful face resting against his broad chest. My cock had gotten hard as I watched the interplay between the two of them and had stayed that way for the better part of an hour now.

		And that wasn’t due to the drop of the Doctor’s “elixir” that we had each taken just before entering the club, although I could feel the powerful aphrodisiac coursing through my bloodstream as I watched Jen cavorting with a host of young guys out on the dance floor. No, it was her, rubbing those great tits of hers up against the various men she danced with on the slow songs, shaking them for the boys as she gyrated to the fast numbers; moving that incredible ass of her all the while, in perfect time with the beat.

		Her sexy smile was intoxicating to watch as she took the floor—and I knew the other men in the club agreed with me. She had even turned down a few requests to dance, just to enable her to grab a quick rest and to cool off with a few sips of wine from the glass in front of her that never seemed to be empty.

		Many of her admirers had walked her back to her table expectantly, clearly trying to talk her into letting them sit down with her for a while. But she’d said no to all of them, preferring to keep herself available to the growing number of young guys who sought her company out on the floor.

		They all had picking her up on their minds--that was obvious from seeing the way they held her when they danced the slow ones. And from most of them trying in vain to kiss her neck or nuzzle her ear as they whispered sweet nothings into it.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

		The Club

		

		Some of my wife’s more aggressive dance partners grew bolder as the night wore on and the liquor continued to flow. Emboldened male hands began to caress Jennifer’s ass during the slow numbers.

		Depending, I suspected, on how handsome the owners of those roaming hands were or how charming they seemed to her, she let a few of them linger for a while before she moved them back up onto her waist where they belonged. And she didn’t appear to be angry with any of the men for trying to cop a feel.

		On the contrary, she nestled in even closer with a couple of particularly young, sexy dudes and let them feel away for long moments, closing her eyes and holding them tighter as they fondled her taut butt cheeks. And with nearly all of her many dance partners; she never failed to crush those big breasts of hers into their chests as they glided across the floor with her in their arms on the slow ones.

		My dick was hard enough to break boulders with. Never in all my life did I remember my cock being so engorged for so long without seeking some sort of relief.

		I grinned as I contemplated that eventual relief. From observing my wife for the last couple of hours, I knew she would be as wet and ready for sex as I was when we got home—it was shaping up to be another wild night in our bedroom--that was a sure thing!

		Just then the ultra-handsome guys she had danced the last one with, walked her over to her table. It was the same studly-looking young man who had bought her the first glass of wine she’d sipped several hours ago.

		He was just as tall and great-looking now as he had been then, and he had danced with Jennifer at least five times during the course of the evening, and bought her a second glass of red as well. Her table was close enough for me to hear what was being said between Jen and her perspective suitors, provided the crowd noise wasn’t too loud and the song was not a real rocker. I listened intently now to the conversation going on between her and her latest dance partner.

		“Come one, baby, let me sit with you for a while,” he was pleading, staring down at her with soulful grey eyes.

		He grinned at her confidently, flashing another of those pussy-moistening smiles of his, and added, “You know you want to--I can tell that you like me.”

		“I do like you, Matt; I like you a lot,” she agreed, beaming a return smile shyly up at him; my wife was playing the teasing coquette to the hilt. “Maybe I like you a little too much.”

		She held up her wedding set, which still gleamed on her left hand; she hadn’t bothered to remove it before she had entered the club. We had agreed beforehand that her cover story for tonight would be that she was semi-happily married, but that she still allowed herself a night out on the town occasionally, when her traveling sales rep hubby was on the road.

		“Like I told you,” she said to him, dropping her hand to her side and sitting down, “my old man may be gone for the weekend on business, but I am still married. I don’t want to be tempted into having too much fun tonight.”

		Matt was clearly as confident as he looked. Maintaining his smile, he pulled out the chair across from her and sat down, uninvited, saying, “How far is too far? Having a few drinks with a guy you like doesn’t strike me as being out of bounds, does it?”

		She glanced over at me unobtrusively, her eyes not stopping on me, but instead pretending to scan the whole bar. I tried to act nonchalant, like this dude sitting down at her table hadn’t fazed me a bit, and nodded once, indicating that I was okay with her chatting up this guy a bit further. Jennifer smiled slyly—thus reassured that I wasn’t angry—and returned her gaze to Matt’s face.

		“Well…I suppose it isn’t,” she said, drawing her answer out as though she were still having trouble making up her mind.

		“Good, let me buy you another glass of wine, and I’ll have a Jack Daniel’s black, and join you for a while,” Matt said, plainly delighted to be the first guy to make it this far with her tonight.

		He had obviously been watching, as closely as I had the seemingly endless stream of suitors who had asked Jennifer to dance and had suggested that they join her, only to be turned down. The waitress approached them just then and he placed his drink order, telling her to add it to the running tab he’d started while sitting at the bar.

		

		****

		

		It was nearing midnight and I was more than ready to leave the club, for several reasons. Number one, my balls were actually starting to feel painful from my dick being hard for so long. Number two, I couldn’t wait to get my wife home and relieve my aching nuts by blasting my big, pent-up load into that wonderfully snug, slippery little pussy of hers. And number three, I was having trouble adjusting to the new seating arrangement that she and her new friend, Matt, had adopted in the last ten minutes or so, in between slow dances.

		The slow ones seemed to be all they were dancing to by now. And when they did, she danced so close to him that their two bodies seemed to merge into one.

		The new seating arrangement had come about when they had returned from the dance floor the last time and he had ordered them yet another round of drinks. Matt had casually dragged his chair closer to hers and moved both chairs around to where their backs were facing me at the bar, no longer sitting sideways to me so that I could see everything that transpired between them.

		And my wife, I had noted with rising ire, had made no effort to stop him when he had rearranged the furniture more to his liking. As a matter of fact, she was now sitting so close to him that she was practically in his lap as he leaned in next to her. And half the time, her head was resting on his broad shoulder as they whispered together, their voices way too low for me to hear, even though I was straining to do so.

		All at once, he straightened up and reached over with his right hand and tilted her head back and kissed her. This wasn’t just a light peck on the cheek, either. It was instead a by-God soul kiss, with lots of tongue and spit passing between them!

		I felt as if I had been sucker-punched in the gut as I watched my Jennifer making out with this very good-looking, much younger man. It was similar to the jolt I’d experienced just last night when her naughty tongue had first touched the Doctor’s prick head!

		A shudder passed through me as I recalled that moment. My hard on, which I would have sworn couldn’t get any harder, did just that as I watched them make out right in front of me. I was remembering that tongue gliding all over another man’s enormous shaft last night, getting both it and his massive balls good and wet with her hot spittle before she had sucked it off for him!

		I guess I must have groaned, so sharp was the mental anguish which this produced--accompanied by a burst of out-and-out lust--I must admit. A sudden, barely controllable fit of jealous flashed through me as well.

		The guy sitting next to me with his girlfriend turned to me and asked, “Hey, buddy, are you okay?”

		Smiling feebly at him, I managed to croak, “Yeah, sure; must have been something I ate earlier. I had a real pain in my stomach for a moment there.”

		He nodded and I turned back to watch Jennifer run her hand through Matt’s short-cropped hair as she continued to make out with him passionately. His hand had moved downward from her chin to somewhere beneath the table!

		He’s…he’s touching her pussy, the frantic thought reverberated through my brain, I just know he is!

		My traitorous dick jumped beneath my slacks and I thought for a minute that I was going to come right there, at the bar, while I watched them getting more and more intimate by the moment. I gasped and fought to control my ready-to-spurt cock.

		“Man, you better go easy on whatever it was you had for dinner tonight in the future, fella,” the guy sitting next to me advised, shaking his head. “You sound like you’re in a bad way.”

		I waved off his concern, my eyes never leaving the pair of lovebirds in front of me. This was awful!

		Trying to control my seething anger as well as my throbbing prick, I attempted to rationalize what was going on at that moment between my apparently oh, so willing wife and a complete stranger. After all—worst case scenario--he was playing with her pussy as they made out.

		Last night, I had watched another stranger shove his dick into that mouth and pump his jism down her throat as she’d eagerly swallowed it for him. To top it all off, he’d next fucked her with that huge cock of his while she was busy blowing me.

		I had watched all of that without erupting into anger. True, I had been strapped to a chair at the time, but I had made no protest as it was happening. I hadn’t uttered a peep as Jennifer had orgasmed hard on his spurting prick while she gulped down my load at the same time. In fact, to quote the Doctor…I had reveled in it!

		What was a hot kiss and a little pussy stroking compared to that, I asked myself?

		Jennifer, at that moment, saved me from further embarrassment at my dithering response to tonight’s escalation in her cheating behavior. She suddenly broke off the kiss and pushed Matt away.

		“I have to leave now,” she told him, her voice sounding like leaving right now was the last thing she wanted to do. “I should be getting home, before I get too drunk to drive.”

		Matt looked decimated by this unexpected turn of events. He asked pleadingly as she got to her feet and gathered up her purse, “What about next week? We could meet back here, at around nine, like we talked about. You said your husband might have to be out of town next weekend, too.”

		She wavered and I could see it was taking all of her resolve not to look over at me just then, for guidance. Finally, she replied, “I don’t know. I have your cell phone number. I’ll call you sometime this week and let you know for sure. I promise.”

		My wife still sounded shaky as she spoke, as if she didn’t really want to leave. But she dug her car keys out of her purse and went on to say, “I told you earlier that I liked you a little too much. Part of me is afraid that we’ll end up doing much more than just…dancing…if we hook up again next week.”

		He started to get to his feet, but she put a hand firmly on his shoulder and shook her head. Undeterred, Matt continued to smile up at her hopefully, suggesting, “At least let me walk you to your car.”

		“No, that’s okay; I’m parked right out in front of the club.”

		“Promise me again that you’ll call one way or the other, about next week?”

		“I promise,” she murmured as she bent low to kiss him good bye.

		The kiss was another scorcher. It lasted a good minute and a half and watching it made my dick almost shoot off in my pants again.

		Then she abruptly broke it off, breathing hard, and turned on her heel and walked toward the front door. I watched her go, sighing with relief, and motioned for the bartender to close out my own tab.

		I walked out a minute or two behind her, after signing the credit card receipt. I didn’t think anyone would connect us as a couple as a result of my exiting right behind her. After all, we hadn’t spoken to or acknowledged each other all night long.

		Besides, I didn’t really care anymore at this point. I was too anxious to rejoin Jennifer in our car and head for home…and relief for my pent-up nuts!

		

		****

		

		I was climbing into our car less than a minute later. We hadn’t parked right in front of the club, as Jennifer had told Matt we did, but we were close enough.

		She was waiting for me in the passenger’s seat, her eyes alive with excitement. There was hesitation there, too--she was clearly worried that she had gone too far tonight with the teasing. We hadn’t really discussed other men being allowed to touch her inappropriately, or to kiss her, for that matter.

		“He…he touched me, down there, while we…kissed,” she blurted guiltily right away as I settled into the driver’s seat. “And I let him.”

		I smiled at her and whispered, “I figured as much, you little tramp!”

		She giggled with relief at the light, bantering tone of my reply, and said, “God, he was so hot! And he wanted me so badly!”

		“Did he say that?” I wanted to know as I started the car.

		“Yes, he asked me to go back to his apartment with him at least a half a dozen times, when we were whispering at the table and out on the dance floor together!”

		My poor cock jerked inside my slacks again and I sighed. Jennifer noticed and leaned over and put her hand on me as I drove.

		“What did you tell him, when he asked you that?”

		“I stalled him,” Jennifer said softly, undoing my belt and unhooking my trousers, unzipping them as well. “I told him I’d think about it…that I usually tried to stay true to my husband.”

		I nearly hit a parked car when she said that. I corrected my steering and blurted, “Usually? You told him that you usually didn’t cheat on your husband?”

		She gave me an evil little smile and fished my ultra-hard cock out of my boxers. My naughty wife whispered, “Not yet…but I might soon!”

		I moaned at the thought of that, and she murmured, “Turn off into this residential area. I know you can’t wait any longer, poor baby!”

		The tires screeched as I took the next corner hard and drove down a dark street. I quickly found an open spot, way down the street from the nearest lamp post or porch light and parked.

		Jennifer didn’t even wait until I had turned the motor and the car lights off. She undid her seat belt and leaned over, taking me deep in her mouth. I let out a gasp.

		God, the hot, slick cavern of her mouth felt so good around my tortured cock! And her lips…fuck…those lips were pure heaven as they began to glide up and down on my throbbing shaft, her tongue getting busy around my cock head!

		I fumbled with her dress as she blew me, getting it partially unzipped and her flimsy bra unsnapped. Her big, luscious tits spilled out into my hands and I rapidly found her very erect nipples and began to squeeze them while her head continued to bob up and down on my prick.

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” she hummed enthusiastically as I played with her tits, her tongue swirls increasing slightly and the suction of her lips accelerating as well.

		“Oh, God, Jen, I’m not going to last very long,” I warned her.

		She gurgled happily around my dick and slipped her right hand under her dress. A shudder went through her as she eased the waistband of her pantyhose and thong panties out of the way and slipped a finger into her wet pussy.

		A squishing sound filled the car as she fingered her very wet cunt and we both moaned in unison. This was so damned hot—we hadn’t behaved like this since we were a pair of hot-pantsed high school kids!

		That familiar, high-pitched little noise that signaled she was about to come--and that it was going to be a big, intense orgasm—escaped from her throat in just moments. It was drowned out by my own gasping words, “Oh, fuck, Jen, here it is!”

		I arched my hips up off the seat and buried by cock in her throat just as a spewing, jetting geyser of semen erupted from it. She gulped my thick spunk down greedily, her whole body quivering with the power of her own release as she swallowed.

		“Oh, oh, God,” I managed to pant, my prick shooting spurt after spurt into her eagerly accepting mouth.

		The furious orgasm seemed to go on and on. Jennifer mewled and made little gurgling sounds as she swallowed my jism and went rigid beneath her flying finger. She was coming just as long and hard as I was!

		Fuck, I thought, sex while you’re on this elixir of the Doctor’s isn’t just better…it’s fantastic!

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

		Planning Our Next Adventure

		

		I woke up with a big sigh and looked over at the digital clock/radio on the nightstand next to the bed. It was nearly ten-thirty on Sunday morning, and I felt incredible,

		Our drive home last night, after the fiery scene in the front seat of the car, popped into my mind and my smile grew larger. Jesus, what a night!

		Jennifer couldn’t keep her hands off me, even after she blew me. She cuddled so close that she was practically sitting in my lap as I drove the rest of the way home.

		And she was kissing me as she babbled about what a fantastic cock I had. She alternated between raving about my dick, and how much she had loved sucking it off just now, and the kid, Matt, that she had met at the club tonight.

		Apparently, he had a big one, too. She had rubbed up against it enough out on the dance floor to establish that.

		While it wasn’t quite the towering monster the Doctor possessed, Jennifer said, she could tell that it was bigger and thicker than mine by a small margin. And I could tell without her even saying so that she wanted it!

		She was plainly fantasizing all the way home about having that fat sausage of male flesh between her lips, the way mine had just been. She wanted to suck it until it spurted into her mouth--just like she had mine minutes ago--and swallow Matt’s load of youthful jism for him.

		Jennifer had licked my earlobe as she finally confessed to me that she wanted to blow him. Then she added that she wanted to get Matt’s cock all hard and throbbing again, and watch as he eased it between her wet pussy lips for the first time.

		And she really wanted me to be there when she did all of this—she murmured that it would be so hot, having me there, watching, as she fucked him!

		And how did I react to her plans to cuckold me yet again? I almost wrecked the car twice on the way home as she whispered the vivid details of how she would ride this handsome kid’s big cock while I watched her!

		I rolled over in bed now and gazed at my wife. She looked so young and innocent when she was sleeping. Jennifer’s beautiful face had a positively angelic cast to it right at the moment, and that incredible honey blonde-fiery red mane of hers was fanned out behind her head on the pillow.

		But, as I remembered last night, I knew she was anything but the little angel she appeared to be at that moment. I knew in truth that she was seething with naughtiness just beneath the surface; a wildcat who craved hot, forbidden extra-marital sex and lots of it!

		I smiled--recalling last night, when we had finally gotten home. I had been hard as a brick once more by the time I pulled into the garage and the door closed behind our car. And she had proved to be just as amped up and ready to go as I was.

		We hadn’t even made it into the house. I recall coming around to help her out of the car, the top of her dress still hanging down to her waist, her discarded bra lying on the front seat; those gorgeous tits of hers bare and rolling around provocatively as she came into my arms.

		Somehow, our steamy kiss had degenerated into a wild, groping, clothes-grabbing, mutual strip-off. We had torn each other’s clothes free, giggling and laughing in between hot, tongue-filled kisses, once again transformed into a pair of horny teenagers who simply couldn’t get enough sex. I had fucked her on the hood of the car.

		She had been completely naked. And she had run her hands all over my bare back and down onto my ass as I banged my cock into her slippery wetness again and again…

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Jennifer purred into my ear just then, returning my thoughts to the present. “Last night was incredible, babe. It was totally crazy and so much fun!”

		I turned over onto my side in bed to face her and my stiff-with-morning-wood cock head punched up against her nude belly. She grinned delightedly.

		“Doesn’t this big boy of yours ever get enough?”

		“God, not with a little sex goddess like you sleeping next to me,” I said, taking her naked body in my arms once more.

		We kissed and skyrockets went off in my head as my hard prick bucked against her smooth stomach. She sighed and opened her mouth for me and my tongue eagerly sought hers.

		This was the kind of sex we’d both missed. This was the old days come once more.

		Except this was even hotter than the old days…this was way hotter!

		

		****

		

		“So, how do we top this weekend?” I asked her playfully, an hour after we’d enjoyed our unbelievable, first-thing-in-the-morning fuck session.

		We were lying in bed together; after finishing up the sumptuous brunch Jennifer had thrown together for us. Two breakfast trays--containing the remnants of waffles, scrambled eggs, and a rasher of crisp bacon, along with a glass of freshly-squeezed orange juice for each of us, and a requisite cup of French roast coffee—sat over our laps.

		She had slipped on her bathrobe to scurry down the hall and fix this exquisite meal for us to enjoy, but she had removed the robe as soon as she brought in the second tray of food and was once again as naked as I when we finished eating. Her big, beautiful breasts kept attracting my gaze while we dined. I’d had a hard time concentrating on the food, though as I said, it had been excellent.

		“Well, I thought I’d fuck Matt, for one thing,” she announced brightly, in answer to my question about topping this weekend’s naughty fun, batting her eyelashes at me melodramatically.

		I replied with a laugh, “I’d sort of expected that, after the way you kept going on and on about him last night.”

		Her face became serious for a moment as she replied, “I want to work it so that you’re a part of it, too, like we did with the Doctor. I don’t think it would be nearly as much fun without you there, watching me fuck him…and taking part as well.”

		Her wanting to ball her new conquest right in front of me didn’t really surprise me; we’d talked about it enough last night. What did surprise me was how easily I’d come to accept it.

		Hell, I’ll admit it. I wanted to see it--part of me was dying to be a part of it!

		I said as much to Jennifer and her face broke into a relieved smile. Gradually, that smile faded and she asked, “So how do we go about arranging it? How do we spring the idea of his participating in a three-way with us, without scaring him off?”

		Lying back against the big pillows that lined our headboard, I considered that problem carefully. He was young; Jennifer had said last night that he was barely twenty-two. When he’d told her his age, she’d quickly shaved three years off her own twenty-eight, telling him she was twenty-five.

		He had accepted her little fib readily enough. My gorgeous, sexy wife could have told him that she was the same age as him, twenty-two, and he would have believed her.

		I reached out and stroked that lovely hair of hers as it lay on the pillow next to me and said, “Well, he’s a young guy. Maybe the idea hooking up with another dude and you will seem kinky and fun to him. You know, not too wild; sort of a cool thing to experience, to try out.”

		“What if he’s weirded out about you being my husband?”

		We looked at each other for long seconds. Again, I racked my brain for an answer, finally suggesting, “What if we don’t tell him that we’re married? You just agree to meet him at the club again for some dancing—and maybe, just maybe more—and I show up and dance with you, too?”

		Jennifer’s face clouded. She said, “I don’t get it.”

		I smiled at her. “It’s simple. I make a run at you--right alongside of Matt. You tell him that you just can’t decide between the two of us; and so the three of us end up going to the hotel and spending the night in bed together.”

		She slowly nodded her head in agreement. Then a small frown, signaling doubt, gradually replaced the radiant smile that had appeared on her face.

		“Two things…what if he doesn’t go for the three-way? And why would I let you dance with me in the first place? Isn’t this supposed to be kind of an agreed upon date between him and me? Why would I be dancing with other guys?”

		I thought about that for a moment and came up with an answer. It wasn’t one I was sure young Matt would like, but it was an answer.

		“You’ve got to remember, you’re calling the shots here, babe. He’s the one who is dying to fuck you, so you’re in control.”

		She clearly didn’t understand, so I added, “Its simple. Tell him that you’ll probably be leaving with him at the end of the evening this time, but you want to appear to be alone at first, so you can have fun dancing with other guys for a while. Make him play the wife-watching game a little, too!”

		She giggled, clearly liking that plan. My naughty wife chortled happily, “Yeah, I should make him work for my pussy a little.”

		Abruptly, she stopped laughing and asked me, “What if he still doesn’t go for the three-way sex with the two of us?”

		I have to admit it. Lowering the boom on my “rival” felt kind of nice.

		I said, “Fuck him. There will be a lot of other hunky guys at the club, just like there was this week. One of them is bound to go for it; Matt doesn’t necessarily have to be the one you choose to leave with.”

		I smiled at her and added, “Besides, you are too hot a woman to turn your back on a night in bed with, even if someone has to share you with another guy.”

		She lifted the trays off the bed and placed them on the floor before snuggling into my chest. Jennifer whispered, “Am I really that hot?”

		Just before I kissed her, I murmured, “Take it from someone who knows…you are!”

		

		****

		

		That week proved to be weird. It seemed to crawl by in fits and starts; some of it went by quickly, the rest of it lagged like an arthritic turtle making its way toward the finish line.

		We decided that Jennifer wouldn’t call Matt until Wednesday evening. We didn’t want to make it seem like she was too anxious.

		And besides, forcing him wait until mid-week would provide added leverage in dealing with any reservations he might have had concerning her terms for the evening. And that leverage would help in getting him to agree to the eventual three-way sex romp we hoped to share with him.

		Since she had his cell phone number and he didn’t have hers, his calling first wasn’t a possibility. We had also agreed that—even if this weekend worked out great--we didn’t want him to know where she lived right away. This was just in case he had a young guy’s predilection for cruising by a girl’s house unannounced, to see what she was up to, and accidentally spotted me coming out of the front door.

		We wanted to keep it a secret that we were a couple for the time being. Maybe as we got to know Matt better, and decided that he could be trusted to keep our secret, we’d let him in on our little deception.

		Or maybe we wouldn’t; for all his good looks and muscular body, he and Jennifer might not mesh that well in bed—we were well aware of that possibility—and sexy young Matt would turn out to be a one-night stand after all. It would be easier to drop him if he didn’t know where Jen lived or that she was married to me.

		We picked an upscale hotel right in Santa Monica for our inaugural outside-the home-extra-marital tryst. It was sort of pricey, but we wanted to enjoy our first real hook up to the fullest, so we decided to splurge a bit. We booked a nice suite for our evening with Matt, or someone else, should he prove not to be open to three-way sexual encounters.

		Making the reservation for this Friday, we sat back and waited for the magic night to finally arrive. That was the hardest part--the waiting.

		Convincing Matt to accept just watching her at first proved easy enough. He readily agreed to Jennifer’s terms when she finally called him on Wednesday, just after dinner.

		In fact, Matt practically jumped through the phone when she said she would be at the club again this Friday night and ready for some more fun. He did seem a trifle disappointed at first, when she explained to him that the early part of the evening would be like last week, with her dancing with whomever she chose to dance with.

		But he perked right up when she assured him that, if he played his cards right, she would be spending the night with him. I knew that because I’d been listening in as she’d spoken to him. She’d flipped on the speaker function of the new cell phone we’d purchased for the sole purpose of making this call, so that I could listen to his side of the conversation, too.

		We hadn’t wanted him to have her regular cell phone number, or the landline number to our home, thus enabling him to look up our address in the reverse directory. After she had assured him that she would be arriving at the club around nine o’clock Friday and that she would see him there, Jennifer had broke the connection and turned off the new phone.

		Laughing in triumph at how well this was going thus far, the two of us embraced passionately as we fell into bed together for a night of hot sex and eagerly whispered speculation about how great Friday night was going to be!

		

		****

		

		“Are you nervous?” I asked my wife as she got ready to seduce another man for the first time.

		She merely grinned at me in the bathroom mirror and shook her head as she answered, “I’m not as nervous as I was last week. I feel like Matt is pretty much a sure thing, provided he is willing to go along with the three-way. And we spent last Saturday night at this same dance club, so I’m feeling very comfortable with that part of it.”

		Jennifer turned to me and smiled. She wrapped her arms around my neck and whispered, “What about you? Are you still okay with all of this?”

		Her face went dead serious for a moment as she said, “I’ve realized something during this last week. You truly are my soul-mate.”

		Just before she went up onto her tiptoes to kiss me, she murmured, “We don’t have to do this right now, if you’re not comfortable with it.”

		After a moment more, she added softly, “We don’t ever have to do it, as far as that goes…not if it’s going to cost us our marriage. Just knowing that you were willing to give me this much freedom means so much to me. I don’t ever want to lose you, darling!”

		A surge of utter joy rippled through me as I looked at her, so beautiful, so alive, and all mine. Relief flooded through me as well as I realized that, in the end, Jennifer had decided that she wanted me more than she wanted this new, alternative lifestyle we were poised on the brink of exploring together.

		And what about me? What did I really want—did I want the incredible, forbidden excitement of sharing this rare beauty, who was offering to remain solely mine, with other men, to watch as they ravished her, as they despoiled her?

		I thought quickly about last weekend, how incredibly hard I’d come as I watched her suck off the Doctor’s big cock and later, as I’d seen him fuck her with it until he came inside her. And I remembered the club, when I’d witnessed her being so flirty, so sexy with a whole group of strangers. I couldn’t help but smile as I recalled the torrid, unbelievable love-making we’d shared after that. A shudder of pure lust ran through my body as I mentally relived that night!

		God help me, I realized I wanted this as much as she did. On some level I hadn’t known existed before, I needed it, like a heroin addict needed his next fix!

		Sighing with resignation, I tightened my arms around her. The kiss we shared then was sweet, almost chaste, but the excitement over the sexy nature of the coming evening was roiling just below the surface. At last I broke it off and growled, “It kills me to admit this, but I want tonight to happen just as much as you do. I want you to fuck him. I want to see you suck his big cock. And I want to be right there, ready to fuck you myself, when you do it!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

		Friday Night—Starting Out

		

		We got to the club right at nine and I was relieved to see that it wasn’t quite as busy as it had been last Saturday night. There were a lot of cars, but we found a place to park not too far from the front door again.

		Glancing over at her, I smiled encouragingly as I got the bottle of the Doctor’s magic sex elixir out of the glove box and opened it. I placed a single drop on my tongue, and then handed the gleaming vial to Jennifer.

		She tapped a drop onto her tongue and passed it back to me. I screwed the gold cap back on tightly and put it back in its original resting place.

		By the time I shut the glove box door, I could already feel the powerful sex stimulant racing through my veins. I had to fight to keep from getting a woody right then, just thinking about what was going to happen tonight, if all went as planned.

		“Geez, that stuff really packs a wallop,” I sighed, opening the driver’s door to exit the car.

		Jennifer sat with her head lolled back against the headrest on her side. A goofy smile played over her face.

		Her eyes were half-lidded, a pair of sexy “bedroom eyes”, as she turned to me and whispered, “You can say that again, mister. You’d better get out of here or I’m liable to drag you into the back seat and fuck you right now!”

		We both laughed and I started to close the door. Before I did, I leaned back into the car and cautioned her, “Remember, give me a couple of minutes before you come in.”

		She nodded that she would and I closed the door. I stood in the short line out in front of the club for only a minute or so before the beefy-looking bouncer took the cover charge from me and nodded for me to go on in.

		Striding quickly across the room, I found a good spot at the bar, right in front of a couple of vacant tables. I spotted Matt a few seats down from me at the bar, anxiously nursing a cocktail. His eyes never moved from the front door.

		The barman hadn’t even taken my order for my first Wild Turkey on the rocks of the evening when Jennifer stepped into the club. She was dressed as a real down and dirty girl this week. She was wearing a bunch of silver chains which criss-crossed her magnificent chest, along with a black vest-like garment. Her bra was half-exposed as it strained to hold those big breasts of hers in place.

		This slutty get up was accompanied by a pair of the most ragged, shortest, jean cut-offs known to man. God, but she was a carnal vision in that outfit!

		Along with her raging-slut outfit, she was wearing a new pair of black high heels that had set us back about four-hundred dollars.

		I didn’t care how much they had cost. She looked spectacular in them as she slowly made her way to the empty table right in front of me, her hips rolling provocatively, her big girls jiggling slightly in her bra with every step.

		Fuck, she looks smoking hot tonight! I thought proudly as my wife sat down and waved casually to Matt, careful to keep her eyes on him rather than me.

		As Jennifer had instructed him last Wednesday night, he merely nodded back and took another cut of his drink. He managed to play his role. She was nobody special; just a girl he had shared a few twirls around the floor with last week.

		There was a steady stream of people coming in the door by now and the club was rapidly filling up. The vast majority of them were like us; in their twenties to middle thirties.

		I didn’t see a forty-year old face in the club, with the exception of one of the bartenders who had been here last week, and he was one of those professional hipsters, sporting tribal tattoos, piercings, and a spiked, gelled haircut. It all made him look ridiculous, in my opinion, the way he was trying to fit in with the youthful patrons.

		He moved down the bar and placed a napkin in front of me. A phony, I’d-like-a-big-tip-tonight smile lit his face as he asked, “What can I get for you, man?”

		“A Wild Turkey, on the rocks, and keep them coming until I tell you to stop,” I answered, handing him my American Express card.

		Deftly, he took it, ran it, and returned it to me. Nodding that he’d be glad to keep the liquor flowing my way all night, he quickly poured me a Wild Turkey in a short cocktail glass filled with ice.

		

		****

		

		“Hi, handsome, what’s your name?” My wife asked me the question with a huge smile on her face as I led her out onto the dance floor an hour later. “I’m Jennifer.”

		I laughed and gathered her into my arms, saying, “You can call me Zack, hot stuff, or anything else you’d like to call me.”

		She giggled and cuddled in close to me. The DJ had just cued up a semi-slow number with a Latin beat and the two of us began to glide across the floor, doing a step we had done together dozens of times, stretching all the way back to our high school days.

		“How is it going?” I asked her, keeping my voice low.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I’d say pretty well,” she whispered into my ear as I finished “dipping” her and she came back into my chest. “This is at least my tenth dance, and I’m on my third glass of red wine, compliments of Matt, that young horndog.”

		I glanced at the man in question. He stood openly glowering in our direction. I guess he felt threatened by how easily the two of us moved around the dance floor together, seeming to fit up against one another like the proverbial two peas in a pod.

		“He looks slightly jealous,” Jennifer said as she beamed happily at me, “and I don’t blame him. You look incredibly hot tonight, darling, and you move so well. As I remember, that was one of the things that attracted me to you originally; how well you danced.”

		“That and my big cock,” I kidded her easily, whispering my teasing response into her ear.

		She giggled once more, and nodded that it was true as she answered, “That and how nicely you use it on me, and how sweet that big prick of yours is to suck.”

		We shared a conspiratorial laugh as we began another circuit of the room. I again leaned close to her and asked, “I know Matt-boy is chomping at the bit for the evening to be over. He can’t wait to leave with you—I’ve been watching him ogle you jealously as you dance with other guys.”

		She smiled again and nodded. “Yeah, he’s getting to be very possessive.

		Her face clouded for a moment, as she went on to say, “That could turn out to be a problem for us. He may not be so keen on sharing me with another man.”

		“I don’t know what he’s so uptight about,” I answered airily, as I smiled back at her. “After all, I’m willing to share.”

		“You have the advantage of knowing I’m always going to be yours, long after tonight is ancient history,” she said.

		“Good point.” I grinned and twirled her happily.

		

		****

		

		Eleven o’clock came and went. I danced with Jen three more times and Matt was now eyeing me with undisguised hostility from his spot three stools down the bar.

		I knew he had suggested that he join my wife at the table already several times, to help establish his claim on her tonight, but she kept coyly putting him off. We had discussed the best way to handle this before leaving the house, and we had jointly decided that eleven-thirty was the earliest she would relent and let him sit down with her.

		And that was only after she had explained to him that there was this other hot guy in attendance tonight—meaning yours truly--and that he had caught her eye as well. She was still leaning toward spending the night with Matt as she had originally planned, but there were no guarantees as to who her final choice for the evening would be as of yet.

		I knew that she had explained all of this to him during their last slow dance together. I was sure she had told him, because I had watched with amusement as his handsome face had morphed from grinning confidence to a look of “what-the-fuck-is-this-shit?” disbelief, to one of anger during their last session out on the floor.

		And Matt was now regarding me with out and out injured macho pride as I calmly sipped my Wild Turkey and kept my eyes on Jennifer. Though she was still wearing her engagement and wedding set on the appropriate finger of her left hand, my own hand was bare.

		I rarely slipped on my wedding ring anyway—I have a natural aversion to finger jewelry of any kind—and I certainly wasn’t wearing it tonight. My jewelry box at home contained my high school class ring, my college class ring, and my fraternity ring, as well as the simple gold band that represented our marriage. I seldom wore any of them, except on special occasions, so there was no way for him to know that I was connected to Jennifer in any way—let alone married to her.

		Taking another drink of my Wild Turkey, draining the small glass, I signaled the bartender for another round. I was planning on asking Jennifer to dance again on the next slow one, to get an update on how she had left it with Matt.

		Before I could even get my new drink, an absolutely knockout blonde girl in her mid-twenties approached my wife’s table. She leaned down onto the side of the table opposite Jen, placing her palms flat against it, and favored my wife a thousand-watt smile. She said something and Jennifer considered it long moments, then nodded her head yes.

		A fast song started and Jen got to her feet. The two gorgeous women made their way out onto the floor and proceeded to give a clinic on how to shake your ass and bounce your tits, all the while grinning at one another.

		Each tried to top the other’s sexy moves throughout the song. It was quite a show, and I was utterly mesmerized, watching the two beauties shimmy and shake to the music.

		I stole a glance at Matt and he, too, was standing open-mouthed, watching Jennifer’s dance duel with the stunning blonde. A slow one finally started and I expected my wife to return to her table.

		“Gob-smacked” is a word I don’t use often, but it was the one I would have chosen to describe my feelings as Jennifer melted into the outstretched arms of the blonde goddess and they began to move together as a couple. Their sensual bodies seemed to float across the tiles and the look in their eyes as they openly flirted with one another was hot enough to start a bonfire!

		

		****

		

		At eleven-thirty Jennifer’s new blonde friend finally got up from the table and pushed a business card across it. My wife took it and carefully put it away in her purse, her eyes never leaving other woman’s.

		To my ever-lasting shock, the flaxen-haired girl bent low and kissed Jennifer good bye, right on the mouth! It was easily as hot a kiss as the one my wife had shared with Matt last week--after they had tentatively made the arrangements to rendezvous back here this week--and it lasted just as long.

		She’s not into girls! I told myself frantically as I watched the svelte blonde’s rolling gait carry her back to the tablefil of twenty-something females she had been sitting with before getting up to ask Jen to dance.

		At least…I don’t think she is. I quickly downed what was left in my glass and motioned to the bartender for yet another round. But I can’t know that for certain…after all, Rick and Don were a total surprise to me. Maybe she had several secret lesbian hook ups in high school or college and just never told me about them!

		Until now, my cock hadn’t reached the same level of constant hardness it had last week. I suppose I was calmer this time, knowing what the plan was for tonight and approving of it before hand.

		But this blonde added a totally new wrinkle to the evening. And I got rock-hard as I imagined her and Jen together, naked, in a bed somewhere, going at it.

		Fuck, but that would be incredible to watch! I told myself excitedly. I went on to add, especially if they were to let me join in the fun…

		

		****

		

		A slow one came on and I banged my nearly empty cocktail glass down on the bar and vaulted off the stool, intent on being the first one to ask Jen to dance, now that the blonde had taken her leave. Matt had gotten down off his stool, too, but I was there before him, extending my hand to her and nodding toward the floor.

		As we came together and I whispered, “What the hell was that all about, that thing with the other girl?”

		A dreamy look came to Jennifer’s eyes as she murmured softly, “Her name is Natalie, and she is so nice! She gave me her cell number and she wants me to call her soon…for a date!”

		After a beat, she added tauntingly, “She said she’s entranced with me.”

		“B-But, you’re not into that sort of thing; other girls, I mean,” I protested.

		She flashed that naughty grin of hers my way and whispered, “Well, I never was before…but Natalie is different. God, she’s just so…sexy and hot!”

		My balls jerked together, in unison with my hard cock twitching against her belly as we danced. She smiled and said, “We’ll discuss Natalie tomorrow, at home. Right now, let’s do what we talked about with Matt. Its show time after this song is over.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Show Time

		

		As the song ended, we walked hand in hand back to her table and sat down. Jennifer turned to face Matt and crooked her index finger at him, indicating that she wanted him to come over, too. Looking shocked by this unexpected turn of events, he sullenly trudged over to join us, drink in hand.

		“Sit,” Jennifer ordered him, gesturing toward one of the two empty chairs across the table from us. “This is Zack. He’ll be joining us tonight…in bed…if you’re up for it that is, Matt, darling.”

		He sat up straighter in his chair, looking slightly drunk and thoroughly confused. Sputtering out the words, he demanded, “W-What is this? I’m not into guys, babe!”

		“Neither is Zack, from what I gathered,” Jennifer informed him. “But I am, and the more the merrier I always say.”

		She leaned across the table and whispered to him, “I don’t cheat on my husband often, but when I do, well, let’s just say I like to go all out. Now, how about it, can we count you in for the evening’s fun and games or should I start looking for a replacement?”

		Matt stared at the dazzling woman sitting across the table from him for long moments. I wondered if he was fantasizing about her being naked and in bed with him.

		Then he glanced my way. He asked in a somewhat surly tone, “You sure you’re not one of those bi-guys?”

		I shook my head that I wasn’t. After what seemed like forever, he sighed and said, “Okay, I’m in, I guess. How do we do this?”

		“I’ve rented us a nice suite in a hotel close to here. The room number is three-oh-seven and, as you might have guessed, it is on the third floor. I want both of you to meet me there at twelve-twenty.”

		She checked the clock on her cell phone and added, “That gives you enough time to close out your bar tabs, drive to the place, and park.”

		Jennifer favored us another with another one of those scorching, provocative smiles of hers as she divulged the name of the hotel, and told us how to get there, finishing with, “I was going to pack some lingerie for tonight and greet you boys in that, but I decided I wanted to get right to it. So I’ll be wearing these black high heels and a smile when I answer the door and…nothing else.”

		With that, my wife got up and left the club as we both scrambled over to the bar to settle our bills. I got the older bartender’s attention first and rapidly closed mine out, adding a generous tip for the aging hipster behind the bar.

		I all but sprinted out the door and to the car, leaving the hapless Matt still trying desperately to catch the other bartender’s eye. Jennifer was waiting for me in our car, her head ducked below the dash just in case Matt emerged from the club first.

		Giggling like a pair of teenagers out on a forbidden toot, I started the car and sped off toward the hotel. When we got there minutes later, I let her off in front of the double glass doors and went to find a parking spot.

		Since we had stopped by earlier, on our way to the club, so that she could check in, I knew she could go straight up to the room. She would be waiting for us, completely nude except for the black high heels, by the time I got to suite’s door.

		I was just getting out of the car and locking the door when a red, late-model Mustang convertible screeched into the lot with young Matt behind the wheel. I waited until he found a parking place and held the lobby door open for him, smiling as I did so.

		“Man, don’t you think this is a little weird?” He asked as we waited for the elevator car together.

		“Maybe, but this Jennifer babe is so fine,” I answered, stepping into the elevator when it finally arrived. “I’m willing to put up with some ‘weird’ in order to get me some of that, how about you, bud?”

		He grinned, seeming to relax a little at the thought of both of us “getting some of that” tonight and eagerly nodded his agreement. As we arrived at the third floor, he replied, “Sure, I guess so.”

		We walked down the hall together and stopped in front of number three-oh-seven. I knocked on the door.

		“Hi, sailors--welcome aboard,” Jennifer whispered, a big, naughty grin playing across her face as she swung the door open, hiding her body behind it in case other guests happened to be walking by.

		We stepped inside and she closed the door behind us, locking it. She was as naked as she had promised, wearing only the pair of black high heels and the big grin.

		“Holy fucking God,” Matt murmured, eyeing her from head to toe.

		His eyes lingered over those big, round, perfect white breasts of hers, and then moved rapidly downward, to rest on that cute little waxed bare pink slit. He looked utterly transfixed by her beauty, as if he was seeing a naked woman for the first time.

		“Fuck, you’re even hotter than I imagined you’d be,” he muttered reverently, at last.

		Her grin grew even larger, and more naughty as she turned her back to us and led us over to the nearby king bed, rolling those lush little butt cheeks for us as she sauntered towards it. She whispered, turning her head and saying over her shoulder, “How about the view from the rear…how do you boys like my ass?”

		It was our turn to grin. We shared shit-eating, ear-to-ear smiles and started for her, hands out, fingers ready to explore that perfect body together.

		But Jennifer stopped us. “Not so fast, boys; this is a two-way street. I want both of you to be as naked as I am before we go any further.”

		Young Matt and I must have set a record for two guys shedding their clothes. In what seemed like a few seconds, we had met my wife’s request and stood next to each other at the foot of the bed. I had to admit; Matt was buffed and had an athletic, sexy build. He’d obviously spent lots of hours in a weight room somewhere

		She smiled when she saw my rival’s naked cock for the first time and so did I, at least inwardly. He was just a little bigger than me, maybe an inch longer and a bit thicker as well. But he was still nowhere near the Doctor’s daunting size and girth.

		“Ooh, such nice ones,” she sighed staring hungrily at the pair of hard pricks.

		She sat us down next to each other on the bed and kneeled in between us. Taking a rampant cock in each hand, she began to stroke them as she looked up at us.

		“I am going to suck you both,” she promised, “first one, and then the other, until you are both panting to fuck me!”

		Matt groaned and I thought for a moment that he was going to shoot off already. I knew how he felt; the situation—my eager, naughty wife kneeling between us, his prick in one hand, and mine in the other—was already hot. And her vow to suck us until we were trembling with the need to ball her…that somehow made it ten times as sexy!

		Speaking for myself, I was ready to slip my throbbing hardness into that juicy little quim of hers right now. I looked over at Matt’s impressive tool and saw he was just as feverish as I was to fuck Jennifer’s wet slit.

		But she would have none of it. She dipped her head slowly, inexorably toward his stiff shaft and stuck out her tongue.

		Images from last weekend, when she had done the same thing to Doctor Love’s enormous cock head while I had watched, popped into my mind and I almost shot off then and there. And now here she was, doing it again to another stranger’s prick!

		Her tongue caressed the very tip of Matt’s cock and he moaned even louder and squirmed under her stroking hand. She smiled up at him and teasingly dragged her tongue all over his cock head, taking her time, getting it really wet with her saliva, until it fairly gleamed.

		“Oh, shit, you’re so damned gorgeous!” He gasped out the compliment as she released her grip on his shaft, so that she could coat it, too, with her warm spit.

		“Fuck, fuck, suck it,” he begged. “I’ve never had a woman as pretty as you suck my cock!”

		Jennifer remained unmoved by his pleas. She took her time with him, getting his dick all shiny with her saliva, while stroking mine slowly as I watched her giving him the hot tongue bath.

		Then she turned to me, moving her right hand upward again to toy with his glistening prick while she began tonguing mine.

		I drew in my breath sharply and watched her repeat the slow, sensual sweep of her wet tongue over my throbbing prick. My moans were as loud as those of my young rival’s had been when she licked him, as she thoroughly coated my sensitive cock head and moved on down to the staff of my prick.

		“Oh, man, doesn’t that feel amazing?” He asked me, his own eyes bugged out at the sight to her tongue sliding up and down my length, gently stroking it; getting it as wet as his now was.

		“Fuck, you know it,” I managed to choke out as she licked all up and down the underside of my sensitive glans and then slithered that talented tongue all the way down the bottom of my dick until it reached my balls.

		“So pretty…so sexy…so hard,” she breathed hotly, rocking back on her heels momentarily to stare proudly at her own creations—two pulsing, reddened cocks at full attention, burnished with a coating of her shiny spit.

		Jennifer smiled happily at us, and then let go of Matt’s prick once more. She bent at the waist and took half of him in her mouth, her tongue making swirling indentions in her hollowed cheeks as she began to blow him in earnest.

		“Ugh, oh, damn,” he sighed, his cock jerking in her mouth. “Oh, man, she’s so good with that tongue of hers!”

		I nodded; too aroused by the sight of another man’s cock slipping into my wife’s sucking mouth to reply. As I watched, she took in more and more of him, until her lips were nearing the base of his nine inch erection and I could see the fat knob of his cock head making an obscene bulge in her slender neck.

		“Oh, fuck but that looks hot!” I gasped aloud, unable to hold back my comment any longer.

		The younger man smiled and whispered, “You should feel it, man. The way she really eats up your cock—it’s something else!”

		I wanted to tell him that I had been enjoying her blowjobs for years, but I held my tongue. Jennifer didn’t hold hers; I watched it twirl ceaselessly around Matt’s thick cock as her lips continued to slide up and down on it.

		At last, she released it and glanced over at mine. She smiled and murmured teasingly, “Ooh, this is a nice one, too. I can’t wait to suck it.”

		With that, she grabbed Matt’s dick in her right fist and let go of mine. Her lips were on it in seconds, and most of its length disappeared down her throat with the first hot, suctioning pass.

		“Oh, man, just look at her go after that thing!” His amazed voice was only sound in the bedroom except for her insistent slurping.

		“Here, grab her right one while I play with the left,” I urged him, catching my wife jiggling tit in my palm.

		I quickly found her nipple and tugged at it as she blew me, drawing a little murmur of pure pleasure from its owner. The younger man followed my lead and captured her left nipple and rolled it between his thumb and forefinger as I was doing to her right.

		Jennifer gurgled with joy and sucked even harder, her tongue picking up speed as she continued to give me exquisite head. I looked up at Matt’s face and saw that his eyes were locked onto my dick and the pair of lips worshipping it so lovingly.

		The red-hot blowjob went on for another minute or so, and then she switched again, taking Matt’s cock deep into her throat. My wife stroked my spit-drenched rod as she sucked the younger man’s until he was rocking back and forth on the bed and struggling not to shoot his load between her gliding lips.

		I was sure Jennifer wouldn’t have minded that a bit—hell, she probably would have loved it—but I knew she wanted to be fucked by that swollen young cock. I agonized as I came to the difficult truth that I wanted to see that, too!

		Holy fuck, I really am some kind of a voyeuristic pervert; I mentally chided myself as the realization hit home. Seeing my wife sucking his big cock isn’t enough for me…I want to see it going in and out of her pussy, fucking her!

		

	
		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		Enjoying Jennifer Together

		

		“Don’t come in her mouth yet, man,” I suddenly urged Matt. “Fuck her. Come in that hot little cunt of hers first. We’ve got all night for blowjobs.”

		Matt tore his gaze away from my wife’s mouth sliding up and down his rigid dick. He shook his head, as if to clear away the cobwebs, and murmured, “Yeah, you’re right, dude!”

		He glanced over at me questioningly and added, “You’re sure you don’t mind me going first? I’m bound to come in her; I’m so turned on already.”

		It was my turn to shake my head, “Go ahead, I kind of like sloppy seconds. It’s a wild scene, you know?”

		Matt chortled and moved back onto the middle of the bed, pulling Jennifer up off her knees and dragging her much smaller body easily along with him.

		“To each his own, I guess, dude,” he muttered as he got her onto her back and her legs open wide.

		He knelt between them and ran his fat cock head up and down her gushing crack a few times before pushing it inside her. Jennifer groaned at how badly she wanted all of Matt’s young, hard prick, and he grinned and fed it into to her needy pussy an inch at a time.

		“Oh, God, it feels so good inside me,” she hissed as his nut sac finally came to rest against her ass cheeks; the last of his big, thick manhood buried deep in her stretched-open pussy. “Fuck me. Fuck me hard with that big dick, Matt…make me come!”

		When Doctor Love had fucked my wife, I hadn’t really been in a position to see it. I had, after all, been strapped naked into a straight-backed dining room chair and he was behind Jennifer, who was on her knees, sucking my cock.

		But now, it was different. I was naked again, but totally unrestrained, so I could move around the room freely.

		At first I just watched the action from straight behind them, mesmerized by the sight of the young man’s big dick splitting my wife’s cunt open again and again, with her clinging tightly to him, urging him to “fuck me harder” and to “fuck me deep, baby”. That was so hot to watch!

		What made it even better was Jennifer winking at me as I leered down at her getting her ass fucked off by Matt. She mouthed the words, “thank you” silently and smiled encouragingly up at me, and my hard dick jerked at how nasty if felt to watch this obscene act from so close at hand.

		I moved around to the side of the bed and took up a new position, the steady slap of his thighs hitting hers never ceasing as he drove his bigger-than-average cock down into her juicy quim again and again. Her moans grew louder and I knew that he was going to make her come soon, with his furious pounding.

		Part of me couldn’t wait to see that; she hadn’t insisted that he wear a condom, and I knew that he was going to flood her pussy with semen shortly after she came. Part of me was sickened by the knowledge that he was going to do that—shoot his jizz into her pussy barebacked--right in front of me!

		Jennifer was on the pill, so I wasn’t concerned with her getting pregnant from another man’s sperm; but what about my wife contracting a disease? Matt seemed like a clean young guy, but you could never tell these days, with so many STD’s floating around.

		But it was too late to worry about that now. Jennifer was making that little telltale sound which meant she was going to come soon. Her eyes were closed in gathering ecstasy and she was moaning over and over, “Oh, it’s so good, fuck me, Matt, fuck me hard and make me come!”

		He, in turn, was breathing heavily and powering that big cock of his into her stretched-open lips up to the hilt with each hip-lunge. His comments were mumbled and infrequent, but he kept marveling at how tight my wife was, how slick and hot her pussy was to fuck!

		“Eeeeeeeee! I’m…I’m coming,” Jennifer shrieked at that second, and her whole, lush body quivered as she clung to him and came hard on his driving manhood.

		Matt lasted another few frantic strokes and then threw back his head and roared as he filled her spasming pussy with his hot come. I fought to keep my own dick from spewing out its first load of the night as I watched his pearly-white spunk begin to ooze out of my wife’s cunt while he continued to hammer his spurting cock in and out of it!

		The two illicit lovers moaned in unison and writhed together for what seemed like forever, sharing their adulterous pleasure until Matt’s large-bore dick gradually softened and slipped out of Jennifer’s well-jizzed pussy lips. I was on her, feverishly taking his place, the moment he got out of the way, sinking my hard on all the way up to my balls in the gooey warmth of her just-vacated opening.

		“Oh, oh, Zack, give me a minute,” she begged. “God, shot me so full of come. At least let me clean up before you…fuck me, too!”

		My only answer was a growl. I began to power my dick into her just like he had been doing only a few seconds ago.

		I wanted to reclaim her. I wanted to shoot my own hot cream into her, just like I’d watched my young rival do.

		“Oh, oh, Jesus, you’re fucking me so hard!” She wheezed out the words and I felt her pussy grab at my pistoning dick.

		But I didn’t let up a bit. I nailed her to the bed, just as he had, and soon she was cooing into my ear, “Oh, baby, it’s starting to feel so good. I love it…I just love it when two guys double-team me, one right after the other!”

		“Fuck, yeah, man,” Matt whispered excitedly, “really give it to her, just like I did. Fuck this little hottie good, dude. You can see that’s exactly what she wants!”

		I growled again by way of an answer and increased my pace. My prick flew in and out of Jen’s sloppy cunt, making an obscene squishing sound, gliding on a thick coat of another man’s cock cream.

		She purred happily into my ear, keeping her voice too soft for him to hear, “It’s so exciting to get fucked like this again. This is the way Rick and Don did me sometimes, one right after another all afternoon, until they couldn’t get hard anymore and I was so full of their come!”

		I moaned, seeing the young teenage studs unloading into her underage pussy again and again, while her half-brother watched them, his hard dick in her flying fist. The mental image of that was almost too much.

		My little Jen was such a slut—she always had been, but I hadn’t known it until our session with the Doctor. Deep down, I had always suspected that she was way hotter than she had always pretended to be with me. Our wildest fucks had been tame, compared to what she’d done with those two guys so many years ago! But this incarnation of her was always there, just below the surface…this wildcat who was also my sweet Jennifer, my wife, my soul-mate for so many years now.

		I was finally seeing the real Jen! The red-hot woman who wouldn’t say no to anything!

		It was all too much. I bellowed out my intense pleasure and began to fill her cunt with my hot spend. She gasped and started to orgasm again, hissing into my ear, “There’s so much! Holy fuck, but you two studs are filling me…filling me up with your come!”

		Berthing my cock as deep in her as I could drive it, I did just that. Gush after gush of my semen pumped into her. I just seemed to keep on coming, as did she.

		We clung together, milking the last twinge of joy from each other. I stared down at her, ecstatically.

		“Man that was hot!” Matt sighed. “Come on, dude, move your ass out of the way. Give me another shot at that little beauty of a pussy!”

		I turned and looked over my shoulder. He was hard again, and ready to fuck her!

		“No, no more right now,” Jennifer begged, but she didn’t sound like as if she really meant it.

		Matt peeled me off her and slid his once again hard prick into her overflowing pussy. She mewled out her protest, but I noticed that she went ahead and wrapped her arms around his broad back right away again, and that she was moving her hips in perfect time with his plunging dick as he balled her for the second time.

		I scrambled off the bed and watched as his powerful lower body began to drill her anew. She sighed and her eyes fluttered.

		She loves this! I realized as I watched her wriggling her butt enthusiastically under him. She wants to be fucked until we can’t fuck her anymore…just like those two guys did it to her back in high school!

		“You little slut,” I mouthed the words silently to her as she rutted away underneath her new lover.

		She grinned at me and nodded as she moved her lips but no sound came from them as she mouthed her answer, “I am…I am a little slut!”

		My own dick began to stiffen immediately as I watched her getting fucked for the second time that night. I didn’t know if my newfound sexual stamina was as a result of the Doctor’s elixir or witnessing my wife being such a dirty girl, and I found I didn’t care.

		I just knew that I wanted to fuck her again, after Matt finished up inside her cheating pussy. I wanted to fuck her all night long, just the way she wanted it!

		

		****

		

		“Man, her husband must be crazy to let her out of his sight!” Matt whispered.

		Jennifer was in the bathroom, cleaning up a bit. We had both jizzed her pussy twice, one right after the other, and she had been overflowing with our come.

		I knew she had orgasmed so far at least four times, maybe more. She just couldn’t seem to get enough cock.

		“Maybe she’s too much woman for him to handle by himself,” I posited wryly. “She is one hot little number.”

		The handsome kid grinned over at me and nodded eagerly that he agreed, saying, “She is at that. I’ve never met anyone like her. Man, can she ever fuck!”

		I nodded sagely and commented, “And that blowjob was something else, man. This girl can really suck a cock, too.”

		His grin grew wider as he said, “She’s the most exciting woman I’ve ever been in bed with, that’s for sure.”

		After a few seconds, he added, “I was sort of pissed that she invited you in on this fuck session, too, at first. I won’t lie to you about that.”

		He shook his head in wonder before continuing, “But I’m glad now that she did. This is very cool, balling her like a tag team. I have to admit, I kind of see her husband’s point of view now—she may be too much for one guy to handle on his own.”

		Truer than he knows, I thought, my wife is definitely too much woman for one guy to satisfy, now that I know what a hottie she really is. No wonder I couldn’t totally keep her happy forever, all by myself!

		The bathroom door opened just then and Jennifer, still naked as the day she was born, rejoined us in the bedroom. She shook her head and said chidingly, “You bad boys. You absolutely flooded me with come. It took all of this time to flush my poor little pussy clean again!”

		“You didn’t look like you minded it so much when it was happening,” I answered her with another wry smile.

		“Well, sometimes a girl gets carried away,” she replied, flashing me an impish grin in return and joining us on the bed, where were lying up against the pillows lining the headboard.

		She scooted in between us and turned over onto her back also. Her big tits rolled gradually to a stop, our eyes never leaving them.

		“Hey, I’m up here,” she scolded us after seeing where our eyes were focused. “Why are men so fascinated with boobs?”

		“Oh, I don’t know,” Matt offered with a grin of his own, touching her left one tentatively. “Could be because these are some of the nicest ones I’ve ever seen, what do you think, Zack, my man?”

		“I have to agree,” I said, copping a feel on my wife’s right tit, “these are perfect. I’m fascinated with how big and round they are. And I just love these cute little pink nipples.”

		Jennifer’s eyelids had slipped to half-mast as we toyed with her sensitive nips. She sighed and leaned back more into the pillow behind her, content to let us the two of us play with her breasts as much as we wanted.

		Matt was the first to slip one of her erect pink spears of womanly flesh into his mouth and nurse at it. All Jennifer did was moan, clearly happy to have a set of lips engulfing her throbbing bud.

		I reasoned that if one mouth felt good, two would feel even better. Easing down on the bed at little, I sucked in her right one and teased it with my tongue as I gobbled it up with my mouth.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, that feels good,” she groaned, her eyes closing all the way now. “Suck them, you naughty boys. Suck my hot titties, both of them at the same time!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		Sharing My Wife All Night Long

		

		I couldn’t believe how hot Jennifer got and how quickly it happened. It didn’t seem like we had been playing with her big tits and sucking them for long at all, and she was already crooning about how much she loved it and pushing our heads down onto her firm, swollen-to-fullness-with-lust breasts.

		Looking up from my avid sucking, I saw that her eyes were closed in rising ecstasy and she was babbling mindlessly about how good it felt to have both of her nipples sucked at once. My glance swept downward, and I saw that she was twisting her hips up off the mattress as if her wet-as-it-could-be little slit was seeking some attention, too!

		Matt’s keen eyes didn’t miss that either. He let his mouth off of her tit for a second and murmured, “Shit, man, look at her go! That hot little cunt of hers is oozing lube like a waterfall!”

		I nodded, grinning, and let her nipple slip from my mouth. I managed to gasp in reply, “Someone ought to eat that juicy twat for her, don’t you think. Or fuck it?”

		Jennifer whined and begged, “Oh, yeah, eat me! Oh, one of you should eat my hot pussy!”

		Matt proved to be quicker than I was. In seconds, he had abandoned her tit and slid downward, between her thrown open legs, on his stomach.

		“Fuck, dude, what a pretty, pink little pussy this is,” he whispered in awe, staring down at it from inches away.

		“Lick it for me,” she urged him in a low, sexy whisper, “Oh, God, Matt, stick your tongue in me and play with my clit!”

		I had been taking this girl for to bed twelve years, and I thought I’d seen her excited before. But never like this!

		Jennifer’s nipples were jutted upward like twin pink spikes, and the small areoles had erupted with goose-bumps. I straightened up onto my knees and took her fully-erect nipples between my fingers and rolled them, just as Matt’s mouth covered the top half of her pussy. I heard him slurping down her juices as he shoved his tongue deep inside her and nursed at her swollen clit.

		“Oh, oh, fuck,” she cried out, her whole body quivering at how marvelous that felt.

		I twisted the small spears of tender flesh and knee-walked higher up on the bed. The head of my engorged cock was now right above her mouth and she arched her neck upward so that her lips could envelope it hungrily, as I tweaked her nipples harder and Matt continued to eat her like a mad man.

		“Ulllllllmmmmm,” she murmured excitedly.

		Her aroused moans reverberated around my sensitive glans. She batted at it with her tongue and sucked it deeper into her mouth.

		Jen twisted her head to one side and inhaled over half of my prick, that talented tongue of hers going crazy on it as Matt greedily ate her pussy. I moaned and began to fuck my wife’s mouth as if my cock was sliding inside that hot little slit. I clamped my fingers down still harder on her nipples.

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh, she sighed as my balls came to rest against her cheek, my cock sunk all the way into her lips and throat.

		I gased and began to fuck her face mindlessly. It was just too much, watching Matt gobble up her cunt while I toyed with her breasts and power-fucked her lips!

		It was clearly too much for Jen, too. She began to come hard on her young lover’s gliding tongue, arching her back and grinding her exploding pussy up against his face.

		Shivering, I held back somehow from blowing my third load of the night down her throat and slowly pulled my still stone-hard cock out of her lips. She moaned as if she wanted it back; she clearly wanted to taste my come.

		But instead, I released my grip on her nipples and panted to Matt, “Switch; you play with her tits and fuck her mouth until she comes again, while I eat her pussy.”

		“No, no more right now,” Jennifer pleaded, but I could tell what she really wanted.

		She wanted to keep on coming, all night long, from our cocks, our tongues, our fingers. I grinned down at her and whispered, “Be careful what you wish for, you little slut. You just might get it!”

		My gasping-for-breath wife started to reply, but Matt was already turning her head to the other side of the bed by then, and stuffing his hard prick deep inside her lips. He captured her nipples and tugged roughly at them while I took up my position on my belly, in between her splayed open legs.

		Her little cunt looked as slippery as it could be and quite red and ravaged from all the attention it had gotten thus far tonight. I smiled and licked her puffy slit from the bottom to the top.

		She groaned around Matt’s lip-fucking cock as I diddled her clit with my tongue, and then plunged it inside her. I heard her squeal with excitement as I began to tongue-fuck her as my young partner squeezed her nipples and his long, thick cock bottomed out in her throat…

		

		****

		

		We managed to make her come two more times before I finally couldn’t take it anymore. I was fucking her mouth once again while Matt licked her pussy. I buried my dick all the way in her throat and fired spurt after spurt of my hot come into it. Jennifer shuddered harder. Her orgasm ratcheted up to a new level of intensity as she gobbled the big wad of semen down eagerly.

		I didn’t know whether to credit it to the Doctor’s elixir or the wildness of being involved in a threesome, but for long moments, I couldn’t seem to stop coming. My dick just kept firing big gushes of spunk down into her gulping throat.

		“Dude, way to come in her mouth,” Matt said admiringly, “you really creamed her!”

		A few second later, my cock started to go soft between her lips and my balls stopped spasming. With a contented sigh, I pulled my spent prick out of her mouth and looked down at her.

		Jennifer’s blue eyes were shining with an unholy excitement. I knew she had just come, but she was still all wound up—I got the feeling that she could keep on orgasming all night long.

		“Let me lick her a while and you shove your prick in between her lips, and fuck her throat until you come,” I told Matt, staring down at my wife.

		She groaned blissfully and murmured, “Oh, that sounds so nasty…sucking his cock off and swallowing another big load of come while you eat me, Zack, darling!”

		We scrambled into position and I said to him, “Don’t forget to squeeze those hot nipples of her while I eat her. She loves that, especially when she’s sucking a big dick at the same time.”

		“Oh, man, I won’t forget,” Matt replied, sliding his hard on into her willing lips across the pearly sheen of my recent outpouring, “these tits of hers are too perfect to ignore.”

		Jennifer gasped around his pistoning cock as she began to suck at it. My mouth came down on her overflowing pussy once more. Matt groaned, too, and I knew her tongue was caressing him expertly as he fucked her mouth.

		God, it’s true, I thought as I licked and kissed the sweet flesh of her super-wet cunt, my little Jen is a total slut. Just look at her suck that kid’s big, thick tool as if she can’t get enough of it. She’s totally turned on; his coming in her mouth is sure to set this little pussy of hers off again…

		

		****

		

		“Ugh, oh, that’s perfect,” Jennifer gasped.

		Matt was power-fucking her again. This time, she was up on her hands and knees, taking his fat cock doggie style and he was really giving it to her.

		I watched her big tits hanging down, nearly touching the bedspread. They shimmied and shook as he nailed her over and over again in that snug little sheath of hers.

		Jen’s eyes were nearly closed, so great was her arousal, and I knew she was on the verge of yet another scorching climax. I glanced at the digital clock next to the bed and realized, to my shock, that it was a quarter to four.

		We’ve been fucking her for nearly four hours straight. I’ve long ago lost count of how many orgasms she’s shivered through tonight. And she still wants more!

		Matt seemed to be “in the zone”. He was balling my wife furiously, but he had come so many times by now that his big dick seemed to just stay hard without any need to shoot off anymore.

		I doubted even his young balls had anything left to pump into her. Mine were empty by now, that’s for sure.

		Still, it was hot to watch the two of them fuck. Jen was so completely wild at this point. She had long ago shed the last pretense of being a nice girl—she was acting like a full-on slut now, begging to suck our cocks, to be fucked again and again by them.

		“Oh, God, baby, do it to me!” She cooed just then. “I’m going to come. Fuck me, fuck me hard and deep…just like that!”

		She glanced over at me and smiled--her face radiant with satisfied lust. “Do you see him, darling? He’s fucking me. Matt is fucking me so damned great!”

		I grinned sleepily at her and nodded that I did, indeed, see. She gasped and started to buck her hips even more enthusiastically onto him as he balled her.

		“Oh, fuck, I’m coming again! I’m going off on his big dick!”

		She shook all over as the furious orgasm seized her. I wasn’t jealous at all, In fact, I was thinking that it was wonderful, seeing her come like that…

		

		****

		

		Something awakened me from a deep sleep. I was lying in a strange bed, in a strange place.

		The bed was moving under me, that was what had woken me up. Next to me, Jennifer was gently getting fucked by Matt.

		The two of them were oblivious to me. He was on top of her, kissing her as he took her pussy slow and easy.

		She was sighing as if fucking him was the most beautiful thing in the world. I looked at the bedside clock and found that it was seven in the morning.

		Have they been going at it all night? I asked myself the question in awe.

		If they had, the stamina of this kid—not to mention my wife—amazed me. I figured that I had conked out somewhere around five, and I was still dog-tired after the night of debauchery we had shared.

		Again, I was struck by my almost total lack of jealousy as I watched them. If anything, I was happy for Jen. She must have needed a night like this, one of complete sexual freedom, to be the out-and-out slut she was longing to be without fear of disgusting me or of reprisal.

		“Ugh! Oh, fuck, I’m going off again,” she gasped softly at that moment. “Oh, it seems like I can’t stop coming on your incredible cock!”

		Matt just grunted and held on tight, his hips moving automatically. He shuddered and let out a groan that sounded more painful than ecstatic.

		He managed to keep on fucking her until the last spasm of her climax was finished. Then he sighed and pulled his now deflated prick free of her overflowing-with-jizz pussy and rolled off her.

		“I’m done, babe,” he panted apologetically.

		He glanced over at the clock and moaned. Shaking his head, he murmured, “Oh, man, I can’t believe I gotta be at work at three o’clock this afternoon.”

		She looked over at him, her big blue eyes still twinkling with delight from her recent orgasm, and asked him, “What do you do? I never asked.”

		“I’m finishing up my degree at State, in business,” he said, sitting up on the side of the bed. “But I’m managing a burger joint to put myself through school.”

		He sighed again, “I don’t know how I’m going to stay awake today.”

		Turning back towards her, a big smile on his face, he whispered, “But I wouldn’t have missed last night for anything. You rock, lady!”

		Jennifer giggled like a schoolgirl, watching as he got up and found his discarded clothes and put them on. He turned to her when he was dressed and said, “You’ve got my cell number. Anytime you want to do this again—either with another guy or by yourself—I’m your man.”

		He trudged over to the bed, looking as tired as I felt, and bent low to kiss her good bye. Ignoring the fact that she had blown both of us a couple of times last night, he gamely shoved his tongue into her mouth and gave her a long, loving soul kiss before he straightened back up and prepared to leave.

		Matt seemed to notice that I was awake and waved to me with a grin. “Man that was some night. It was great…uh…working with you. Hope to do it again some time soon.”

		With that, he turned and left the suite. I glanced over at my wife, who had turned in bed to look at me.

		“Do you want to?” I asked her. “Do you want to be double-teamed by Matt and me again some time?”

		“Maybe not right away,” she said dreamily. “But I definitely will, when I recover.”

		“Recover?” I asked her.

		“God, I’m so sore,” she admitted with a tiny, remorseful smile.

		Her smile widened as she came to me and I took her in my arms. She whispered, “But last night was so worth it! Thank you, Zack. Thank you for letting it happen!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		Taking Stock

		

		The next day was Saturday and we slept away most of it, just resting up from the night before. Unlike last week, after our first session with the Doctor, we didn’t make love even once. Jennifer was far too sore and I must confess, if there was ever a time in my life when I felt “fucked out”, this was it.

		We only left our bed to use the bathroom and to raid the refrigerator for some left overs to tide us over until we regained out strength. We had checked out of the hotel as soon as we had taken a quick shower and gotten dressed, only to remove our clothes and tumble into bed together--after a short drive home--to cuddle and sleep the sleep of the unrighteous.

		Finally, at around six in the evening on Saturday, we lay awake and staring happily at each other in bed. I never felt closer to my wife than I did at that moment.

		I can’t explain it. I had watched her having incredible sex with another man all night long; and yet that just made me feel I finally knew and understood her better than I ever had before.

		And how did I feel about my newfound, intimate acquaintance with the real, down-and-dirty Jennifer? Like most human emotions, it wasn’t simple to explain: it was complex.

		I still loved her for who I thought she had been—that part of her was still there; the dutiful wife, the long-time confidante--the laughing girl I had first fallen in love with so many years ago. But there was another, wilder side to her personality that I had never been aware of before.

		And it excited me, knowing that it was there, just below the surface!

		There was this crazy-hot girl lurking inside my normally demure little wife. A woman who could suck off another man’s cock right in front of me, and revel in doing it!

		I recalled those sparkling blue eyes twinkling up impishly at me last night as she went mad on Matt’s big hard on, challenging me to stop her, egging me on as I fucked her furiously after he did, teasing me while she blew him and swallowed his big load as I watched her.

		She had turned into this wild-child that I didn’t know at all, first with the Doctor, and then with young Matt. Taunting, playful, sexy—God, I hadn’t dreamed my little Jen could be so out-and-out sexy—this new persona of hers drove me absolutely insane with lust!

		I looked at her now. A slight uneasiness seemed to have crept over her face as I continued to stare raptly at her.

		“You hate me, for the way I behaved last night…at the hotel,” she whispered fearfully.

		Nothing could have been further from the truth. I laughed and scooped her into my arms, bringing her nude body against mine, crushing her to my chest.

		A look of utter relief, accompanied by joy, flickered in her eyes as she murmured thankfully, “Good, then you’re not disgusted with me. You’re not angry or hurt about last night?”

		“Not a bit,” I assured her. “I love you more than ever. Last night and last weekend, with the Doctor, were revelations to me. I knew you could be hot.”

		I pulled her into me and kissed her passionately for more than a minute, our tongues lashing at one another. Finally, breaking off the kiss, I sighed, “But I never knew you could be this incredible…insatiable…hotter than hot…sex goddess before!”

		She giggled, embarrassed by my slightly over-the-top description of her, and asked incredulously, “Me, a sex goddess?”

		“Call Matt and ask him,” I answered, grinning; “I bet he would agree. He told me he’d never dreamed that a woman could be so great in bed. You rocked his world, babe.”

		She actually blushed. After a moment, she snuggled in closer to me and whispered, “And you rocked mine, Zack. Not every husband would buy into his wife’s fantasy so fully.”

		Jennifer waited a beat before she added, “Not a lot of men could join in so enthusiastically; not many guys could give a girl what she needs, the way you did.”

		I chuckled as I answered, “Young Matt did most of the work last night. I just sat back and watched a lot of the time.”

		She returned my smile and said, “Yeah, he was really something, too. But for me, it was having you there--being a big part of--it that made it so special. I love you, honey.”

		We kissed, my cock springing to life against her sleek tummy. She pulled away from me and said softly, “Be gentle; you two really gave it to me last night. I’m so sore, but I still want to make love to you.”

		The only thing that saved us was we both loved each other so much at that moment, and that she was super-wet. I slid in easily, and we made love gently but urgently for long minutes…

		

		****

		

		Breakfast Sunday, after our bout of morning love-making, was a carbon copy of last week. Jennifer made us the same lovely meal and we took our time eating it in bed together.

		The only difference was we talked about the future as we ate.

		“I’m not sure I want to do anything…out of the ordinary next weekend,” she surprised me by saying about halfway through breakfast.

		I didn’t say anything, but she read the surprise on my face. She smiled at me and said, “I think I just want to be the old Jennifer and Zack next weekend, to have a normal time together, not a crazy adventure. I want those to be special, like they have been so far, not something we do every week.”

		After a moment’s pause, she went on to say, “And I if I do decide I want us to go out and play, I don’t want to feel compelled to top our last outing. I think we should vary the things we do to spice up our sex life. I don’t want to go to the same club every week, meet new guys, and fuck them with you.”

		She looked over at me and had a sip of her coffee. “Is that okay with you?”

		“Sure, you’re calling the shots here, honey,” I assured her. “After all, this is your fantasy, not mine.”

		Jennifer pounced on that opening, her smile growing bigger. She said, reaching out to touch my bare forearm, “That’s another thing; I want to help you explore whatever fantasy sounds hot to you, too. I don’t want this to be all about me.”

		My mind went immediately to the mental images I’d enjoyed of her and that incredible blonde she’d met at the club, Natalie, in bed together—with me eventually joining them—but I didn’t say anything. I just smiled back at her and said non-committally, “Well, I’d have to think about that, kitten.”

		I definitely thought it would be blazing hot to watch my wife with another beautiful woman in bed, but I realized it was too soon to bring it up. Let her at least call this Natalie once, to see if the big attraction she had felt in the club was due to all the booze she had consumed that night, plus the setting, the excitement of the hoped-for threesome with Matt that was happening later that evening, or even the presence of the Doctor’s elixir in her bloodstream when she and Natalie had danced together.

		After finishing up my waffle and taking sip of my coffee, I asked as casually as I could manage it, “So, it’s actually the day after tomorrow—remember, you said we’d discuss Natalie ‘tomorrow, at home’, that night in the club?—and we are definitely at home. What was that whole scene with her all about? Have you always had a…bent toward other girls?”

		Jennifer surprised me by turning a bright, guilty red! She shook her head that she didn’t and said, somewhat vehemently, “No, not at all…I’ve never even thought about it!”

		I flashed back to all the porn movies we’d watched together over the years. We didn’t rent them often, maybe a few times a year, just to spice things up in the bedroom by watching them together.

		But we’d been together a long time, so still, that was a bunch of porno’s we’d watched together over the years. I smiled as I realized that Jen always got hot and bothered by the girl-girl scenes, especially if the two porn actresses involved were sexy and attractive. And if they seemed to be really “into” the lesbian action—not merely two girls going through the motions for the camera.

		“Never…you never even thought about being with another woman?” I asked the question slyly, as if I already knew the answer…and that the answer was “yes”!

		Her blush deepened and she squirmed uncomfortably on the bed next to me. At last she blurted, “Okay, maybe I fantasized about it sometimes. But I never really considered doing it for real.”

		I laughed and mussed her tawny mane of red-blonde hair playfully. “It’s okay. I think it would be so hot, seeing you with another girl sometime; especially with a real stunner like this Natalie babe.”

		She turned and stared at me, her own sly grin creeping onto her reddened face, and said accusingly in mock-growl, “You horndog, it turns you on to think of me and Natalie together, naked and making love!”

		Again, I laughed and held up my hands in gesture of surrender, saying; “Guilty as charged. The whole notion of you and her in bed makes me as hard as a fencepost.”

		We just stared at each other, smiling, for long moments. Then she said softly, “I suppose you’d want to be there to see it…if I ever got together with Natalie?”

		The time to stop fibbing had passed. I answered truthfully, “Sure I would. It would turn me on as much as seeing you with the Doctor and Matt did.”

		A look of doubt clouded her face. She whispered, “Well, she’s sort of into men, too, from what she shared with me Friday night. Lately, she’s more into women, but she still enjoys a guy’s company in bed once in a while.”

		The doubt deepened as she went on to add, “But what if she’s not into three-ways with guys? That’s kind of a kinky thing to spring on her, right off the bat.”

		“Well, I guess the only way to find out is to ask her,” I suggested. “Matt wasn’t into them at first, but he sure as hell was sold on them by the end of the evening.”

		She thought that over and grinned impishly at me. As she leaned in to kiss me, she murmured, “That’s a good point. We’ll never know, unless I ask her.”

		

		****

		

		I’ll be the first to admit it. I was jealous, titillated, turned on, and weirded out—all at the same time—as I sat in our living room later that Sunday evening and listened as my wife flirted with another woman over the “throw-away” phone we had purchased for just this sort of thing.

		They talked for well over an hour, and I didn’t miss a second of that rambling, sexy, provocative conversation. She sat on the couch and I was in one of the wingback chairs in front of the fireplace, listening intently as she made a luncheon date for this Tuesday with her new…friend.

		We had agreed beforehand that there would be no sex between the two of them this first time. This was to be a face to face, getting-to-know-you-better meeting; not a rendezvous which would result in the two of them tumbling into bed together.

		At the end of the long conversation, they agreed to meet at the Raj restaurant in nearby Santa Monica, at one o’clock this Tuesday, one of my wife’s days off from her part-time job at the savings and loan this week. Jennifer broke the connection after assuring Natalie that she couldn’t wait to see her again.

		“How about I tag along?” I suggested eagerly. “It’s Tuesday and I don’t have any classes on Tuesdays or Thursdays, so I’d be free. I could sit at another table and have lunch by myself, while you two talked.”

		Jennifer made a face and shook her head negatively. She said, “No, I don’t want her to see you there and realize we were spying on her, right from the start. What if this works out and she agrees to a three-way with you and me and she remembers you from the restaurant? Talk about awkward to explain…”

		My face fell. I couldn’t help it; I was really jazzed at the thought of seeing my wife in bed with a luscious creature like Natalie. And I found that I greedily wanted to witness every second of their…courtship!

		“You’ll tell me all about it when you got back home?” I caved in at last, realizing that she was right—it just wouldn’t do for me to be fly on the wall at the Raj.

		She took my hand as I got up out of the chair and sat down next to her on the couch. “Of course I will. I want you there as much as you want to be there when something sexy happens between her and me, if it does.”

		“If something happens,” I echoed. “I thought from the way you were flirting with her just now that it was foregone conclusion that the two of you…”

		“Well, I really like her,” Jennifer said teasingly, smiling at me as she squeezed my hand. “But nothing is certain. We’ll just have to see what develops when we meet in person.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		Natalie

		

		Lunch had been scheduled for one and Jen had left at twelve-fifteen, to give her plenty of time to be at the restaurant at the appointed time. It was nearly four-thirty when the sound of the garage door opening signaled Jennifer’s return to the house.

		We lived in the very northernmost part of Gardena. Santa Monica is less than fifteen miles away, about a half-hour with traffic. And there is always traffic.

		So, an hour of the time my wife had been gone could be chalked up to commuting there and back. But still…that long a time …for lunch?

		And then there was the way Jennifer looked when she came into the living room a minute later. Her hair had been perfect when she left; now it seemed as if it had been messed up and hastily rearranged.

		And her lipstick was less than pristine, too. It looked as if it had been reapplied in a hurry as well. There was also the matter of the dreamy, slightly-absent look in her blue eyes, as if she was coming down off a high of some kind.

		“Did it go well?” I asked tentatively.

		Jennifer surprised me. She plopped right down in my lap as I sat in the wingchair and beamed as she answered, “It was wonderful. Natalie is just as amazing as I thought she was—maybe even more amazing—and she is so down with the three of us getting together for a three-way this weekend!”

		I racked my brain for the right response. This was just what we had wanted. And yet there was something so different about the way my wife was acting that I couldn’t really be as enthusiastic about the outcome of her lunch as I knew I should have been.

		“How did you broach the subject of the three-way to her?” I asked, more to stall for time to think of how to go about asking what I really wanted to know—just how far had things gone between the two of them at this “lunch” today—than to know how she had gotten Natalie to agree to a three-way tryst.

		She looked so animated, so jazzed as she answered, “We talked about simply everything! I told her all about our recent…adventures. She’s such a neat woman…so sophisticated, so worldly.”

		“You told her everything?”

		Jen held up her right hand, cutting off my alarmed protests before I could even voice them. We had agreed to go slowly, not to tell anyone else about the Doctor—let alone about our recent wild night with Matt in the hotel suite.

		“I know,” she said as she grinned at me, “I wasn’t supposed to tell her all of our dirty little secrets right off the bat. But it turns out that she has a couple of girlfriends and their husbands who were past clients of the Doctor. She already knew all about the elixir and his being a…uh…‘hands-on’ kind of therapist.”

		I sat back in my chair, stunned, as Jennifer rushed on to explain, “I gave her all the details about our night with Matt and how awesome it was. And I told her about you, too.”

		She ran her fingers through my hair and whispered, “She thinks it’s so cool; the way you’re willing to go along with my fantasies about being with more than one man at once.”

		Jennifer stopped gushing about Natalie for a moment and looked at me smugly, proudly, before going on to add, “Like I said, she’s a lot more into women than she is men currently. But she’s dying to meet you! She said you sound like the perfect man, handsome; sure of his own sexuality, not intimidated by my…uh…needs. And ready to help me fulfill them.”

		She giggled and went on, “Plus, I told her that you have a nice, thick cock and that you really know how to use it to please a girl. And I said that you knew how to eat pussy as well as a woman.”

		My naughty wife ended with, “She said we’d have to see about that.”

		It was the perfect opening to find out what I really wanted to know about this afternoon—just how far had Jennifer gone with Natalie on this, their first real “date?” I decided not to come right out and ask her; I was slightly more devious than that.

		“Were you tempted to find out how well…she ate pussy?” I asked her kiddingly.

		To my surprise, Jennifer’s eyes went all dreamy again. She sighed and said, “I was; I have to confess. She’s such a good kisser!”

		My balls gave a little jerk and my dick stirred to life under her as she sat on my lap. I stared incredulously into those big blue eyes and asked her, “You kissed her, at the Raj, while you were having lunch?”

		She laughed, to my vast relief, and shook her head as she answered, “No, silly, that place is way too formal for anything like that to have happened! That came later, at her place…”

		

		****

		

		We had, by mutual consent, moved things into the bedroom. I had simply stood up and carried Jennifer down the hall and put her down on the bed.

		Both of us had been naked in what seemed like seconds, her eyes teasing, playful, her fingers once again trailing through my hair. My own hands were running all over that incredible body of hers while I wondered if Natalie’s hands had been on it earlier, or perhaps her lips…her tongue.

		After long moments of silence, I couldn’t stand it anymore. I asked her breathlessly, “Did she touch you, the way I’m touching you now?”

		“No, she didn’t, but she did kiss me,” Jennifer sighed with longing and disclosed. “But I could tell that she wanted to stroke me, to touch my naked skin, the way you’re caressing me right now.”

		My hard dick jerked against my stomach. I gasped, “Did you…want her to do that?”

		“Oh, God, yes,” she murmured, kissing my bare shoulder, “I wanted to feel her lips on me everywhere.”

		I drew in my breath sharply and fought to keep from blowing my load. My hard on jumped against her naked belly and she smiled.

		“I promised you that you could be there, when she got me naked for the first time, if at all possible,” she whispered. “And I wanted to keep my promise to you.”

		Her eyes turned devilish once more as she hissed, “But it was so hard to keep my word about that! Her tongue felt so exciting against mine as we kissed. And her hands were all over me. We both managed to kept our clothes on, barely, but we let our hands roam as we made out. We touched each other everywhere, darling!”

		Again, I gasped and fought for control as I imaged the two beauties kissing passionately, feeling each other up as they did so. At last, I regained my composure enough to croak, “How…how long did you two make out?”

		“I dunno, a half-hour, maybe a little longer,” Jennifer murmured, lost in remembering her afternoon tryst with the gorgeous Natalie.

		She snapped back to reality abruptly, saying, “I had to leave when I did, or I’d have ended up spending the night with her. I’m serious, Zack, I wanted her so badly, and she wanted me!”

		“Oh, God,” I panted, sinking my cock inside her super-wet pussy without preamble, “oh, God in heaven, I’d love to have seen that!”

		Jennifer purred in my ear as I fucked her hard, “Oh, baby, you will, this weekend; I promise. I want it so bad…to do naughty, naughty things with her while you watch us!”

		I almost came when she said that, but I managed to hold back somehow. God, but I wanted to see it—the two of them together--too. I was on fire with my need to see it!

		The snug little pussy I was balling so furiously clenched around me and I knew Jen was thinking about it, too. Natalie and she, putting on an obscene, forbidden girl-girl show with me right there, watching.

		“Oh, fuck, it’s going to be so hot…so fucking hot!” She mewled out the words as her cunt began to orgasm around me and I roared out my own ecstasy and bathed her clinging sheath with my spurting semen.

		

		****

		

		“So, how will it work?” I asked her, after our impromptu fuck session was over.

		“Well, she wants to get to know you a little, before she lets you into bed with us,” Jennifer told me.

		I wondered what that was supposed to mean. Did Natalie want some drinks and perhaps a dinner first; along with some inane small talk, before the three of us got down to the business at hand?

		My wife must have read the confusion on my face. She said, “I thought we’d have her over here, Friday night. I was thinking maybe a few cocktails, a drop each of the Doctor’s magic elixir, and then we spend the rest of the night in our bedroom.”

		I was okay with that, with her coming to the house. After all, she had taken Jennifer to her place after the restaurant—apparently she lived in Santa Monica, just a few blocks from the Raj—so it seemed only fair that we get together at our house; no hotel suite and anonymity required for this week’s fun and games.

		“She thought that we’d all get naked together, with you just watching at first.”

		Jennifer gave me a teasing little smile and added, “She said she thought you’d know instinctively when to jump in and play, too.”

		I wondered about that, worried a little about it, to tell the truth. Would I know when to “jump in”? I hated to think about messing up something as cool as this by being too pushy; too forward, and spoiling the seductive mood between the two women!

		Deciding not to dwell on it, I changed the subject a little by asking, “You said Natalie has had a few experiences with threesomes?”

		“Yeah, two guys and her, three girls, two girls and a guy, basically any kind of threesome you can name,” Jennifer assured me.

		I guess I looked as shocked by that revelation as I felt. She said, “I told you she was incredibly sophisticated, especially for her age. She’s actually two years younger than me; twenty-six.”

		“Wow, this girl gets around,” I said admiringly.

		“It’s not as if she’s a slut or anything.” Jennifer rushed to her new friend’s defense. “She’s just met some hot babes who liked to party, along with some hunky guys who liked to do the same.”

		“Hmmmmmmmm,” I murmured, not really surprised by any of this.

		After all, this was southern California, and Santa Monica, where Natalie now lived, was located not far from Hollywood and Beverley Hills. Anything goes—that was the lifestyle choice of some of the bad and the beautiful people who lived within that storied section of Los Angeles. And it sounded like Jennifer’s new gal pal moved easily within those circles.

		“What does Natalie do for a living?” I asked my wife.

		“She’s a rich girl, living off a trust fund, from what she told me,” Jennifer replied; “she doesn’t really work—she’s involved with all sorts of charities, just to give her something to do.”

		Jen giggled, “I think her main job is partying…and I get the feeling she is very good at it.”

		“I guess we’ll find out Friday, if she shows up,” I replied. “Did you mention the possibility of the three of us getting together this soon to her?”

		Jennifer gave me cat-who-ate-the-canary smile and said, “I did, and she’s accepted my invitation already. She can hardly wait to meet you.”

		My cock twitched to life beneath the covers, as I thought about the tall, stunning blonde joining us in this bed, four nights from now. I grinned at my naughty wife and assured her, “The feeling is more than mutual, babe.”

		

		****

		

		The week seemed to fly by. Jennifer hired a professional maid service to come in and give our place a thorough scrubbing from top to bottom.

		I thought the couple of hundred dollars that cost was a waste of money, but she was adamant about it. As far as Jen was concerned, another woman spending part of the weekend in her home was reason enough to insist that it be sparkling clean. And that was final!

		My wife bought a new dress for Friday—though I pointed out that she wouldn’t be wearing it for long after Natalie showed up, if all went according to plan—but again, she remained immovable on the subject. She bought a new sundress; red, low bodiced, short-hemmed, and very sexy.

		I sneaked a glance at our checkbook on Thursday night and moaned out loud. The balance was lower than I had seen it in years.

		This new lifestyle we were living was proving to be expensive, very expensive. If this kept up, I would have to transfer some funds from our savings account soon, just to cover the monthly bills.

		Jennifer had just returned from a quick trip to the liquor store. She wanted to stock up on the expensive single-malt scotch that Natalie apparently preferred.

		“Holy fucking Jesus,” I sighed aloud again, eyeing the booze bill lying on the counter in utter disbelief.

		This stuff costs over two-hundred and sixty dollars a fifth! I stood dumbfounded and just stared at the liquor store receipt.

		I picked up the bottle and looked at it.

		“Craigellechie Single Malt, twenty-three years old,” I read the label aloud, still shaking my head at my wife’s extravagance.

		Jennifer bustled into the kitchen, took the bottle from me and broke the seal on it. Then she put it on the shelf with the fifty-buck a bottle Wild Turkey that I favored and looked at me apologetically.

		“I told you, Natalie is rich. I’m sorry that the scotch she likes costs so much, but I didn’t want her to think we were cheap.”

		I grinned through the monetary pain at her and said, “I’ll try to think of it as an investment. I just hope Natalie proves to be as hot as you said she was.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		F/M/F

		

		Natalie showed up right at seven o’clock on Friday night, just as she had promised she would. I tried not to drool when she drove up behind the wheel of a brand new, sparkling-white, Maserati convertible and parked right in front of our house.

		I watched her put the top up on what I knew to be at least a hundred-and-ninety thousand dollar automobile—I have the taste for expensive things, but hardly the budget to indulge that taste—and locked it with the key fob. She herself looked like a million bucks in a stunning blue dress and matching high heels.

		That outfit must have cost at least a thousand dollars all by itself, I thought as she made her way up the walk to the front door, and those shoes probably ran half that amount.

		Suddenly, the two-hundred dollar a bottle scotch didn’t seem like such an extravagance. This gorgeous creature obviously enjoyed the best of everything, and to offer her anything less would have been an insult.

		The doorbell rang and Jennifer rushed past me to answer it. She excitedly air-kissed Natalie on both cheeks and took her hand to lead her into the living room. I had stepped back away from the peephole in the front door--where I had been watching her arrive and get out of her car--so my wife could answer it properly.

		I took a moment to drink in the sheer loveliness, the beauty that was Natalie Bryson. She was tall, about five-nine, even without the four inch heels that brought her up to a towering six-foot, one.

		And she was other-worldly gorgeous. She had sparkling, emerald-green eyes, richly tanned, flawless bronze skin, and of course, that spun-gold hair that cascaded down onto her shoulders.

		She smiled at me, showing perfect, white teeth. Looking me up and down, she said, “You must be Zack. Hi, I’m Natalie.”

		I was too taken in by her beauty to do anything but stammer, “Yes, I’m Zack. And I’m so pleased to meet you, Natalie.”

		The thousand-watt smile turned disarming, and she said, “Jennifer has told me so much about you. And thank God, she didn’t exaggerate a bit—you’re very handsome, Zack.”

		Somehow, I kept from mumbling “Aw, shucks!”

		But just barely; she was so out of my league that--had I been single and on the make--I never would have had the courage to approach someone as gorgeous, as classy, and picture-perfect as her.

		Natalie looked around the living room and said, “Oh, what charming little place you have here.”

		She turned to Jennifer and gushed, “And I just love what you’ve done with it. All of the furniture is just right; so warm and homey.”

		“Why, thank you,” Jennifer said as she stood beaming at Natalie, “May I offer you a drink to start the evening off?”

		“Oh, that would be yummy. Do you have any single-malt scotch?”

		Now it was my turn to beam, and I did. “Do you take it neat, or on the rocks?”

		“Just two cubes, if you please,” she answered me. “I’m an aficionado, but not enough of one to drink it straight, with no ice.”

		I went into the kitchen and added two ice cubes to a small cocktail glass and screwed the top off the bottle of pricey scotch Jennifer had bought. Pouring two fingers, I thought better of it and added a bit more. Then I proceeded to make myself a Wild Turkey over ice and to pour a glass of good cabernet for Jen.

		“I’m afraid I’d never make it as a waiter,” I apologized, carrying the wine and the scotch, handing each to the correct recipient, before trotting back into the kitchen to retrieve my own drink.

		“I can’t seem to manage to carry more than two drinks at once without spilling them,” I said apologetically. Lifting my glass and toasting the two beauties, I added, “Cheers.”

		“Here’s to a lovely evening,” Natalie returned my toast, clicking rims with Jennifer and me.

		And a long night of unbelievable sex, I thought hopefully, taking a sip of my whiskey.

		

		****

		

		We took our time, having several drinks each, just learning about one another. It turned out that Natalie was the only child of a flamboyant resort owner and restaurateur, and his blonde bombshell of a wife.

		She had grown up all over the world as a child, moving with her father and mother to Hawaii when she was two, then on to Tahiti, when she was seven, and to Europe when she was ten. She had lived in Spain, Germany, France, and England, so she had come to speak a whole group of languages like a native.

		“My Daddy is a gorgeous man, with a roving eye for the ladies. And Mama…well, let’s just say that she was better looking than I am, at my age. I’ve seen the pictures.”

		She gave us that huge smile again, and said in a low voice, “She had an eye for a beautiful face and body, too. And it didn’t make any difference to her if that face and body belonged to a man, or another woman.”

		“That’s how I ended up being the way I am,” she explained after her third scotch.

		“I’m afraid my parents didn’t hide much from me. I grew used to seeing them in bed with other people from the time I was old enough to remember. They were very open with me about the…singular lifestyle they embraced.”

		Natalie finished her drink and said, “I slept with my first girl when I was twelve; she was fourteen and very experienced. And lost my virginity to an older boy when I was thirteen: I’ve never looked back.”

		Our own sex lives seemed pretty pedestrian, next to a past like that one, even with the year the year Jen had spent being a gangbang girl for Robbie’s two pals! I told Natalie as much.

		“Oh, I don’t know,” she replied in a low voice. “Becoming clients of the Doctor…your wild night with him…the recent tryst with what Jennifer assures me was a young sex god of a guy? You two seem to be making up for lost time, when it comes to the adventurous sex department.”

		She leaned forward in her chair, one of the wingbacks, near the fireplace. I sat next to Jen on the couch, our hips just touching.

		“I admire that,” Natalie continued in the same soft, low voice. “I think it is important for both of the partners to keep growing within a relationship. That’s what Daddy and Mama have always done, and they rarely fight. And you’ve never seen two people who love each other as much as they do.”

		We all three just looked at each other when she finished speaking. After a long moment, she smiled at us again and leaned forward once more to place her empty cocktail glass on the coffee table, next to our own empty glasses. Jen and I had kept pace with her, consuming just as many Wild Turkey’s and glasses of wine as our guest had scotches.

		“I think we’re ready to party now. We’ve all had just enough alcohol to make us bold and put us in the right mood—but not enough to dull the senses.”

		Ever the good host, I reached into my shirt pocket and took out the shiny glass vial of the Doctor’s secret elixir and offered her a drop. She took it gladly, and I gave Jen one and tapped out a third for myself. I screwed the gold cap back on and tossed the small bottle on the coffee table, next to the glasses.

		She stood up and reached behind her for the zipper which held her dress closed. As she began to casually unzip it, she moved off toward the hallway. Looking back over her shoulder, she favored us with another of those million-dollar smiles as she said, “I assume the bedroom is this way?”

		Jen and I sat frozen on the couch as our guest stepped out of the dress and left it lying on the carpet behind her. We watched, entranced, as Natalie disappeared into the hall, her perfect ass cheeks rolling seductively, dressed only in some black thigh high nylons with black lace around the tops, the high heels, a barely-there black thong, and a flimsy bra which matched the thong panties.

		Turning and smiling at each other, we got up and followed her into the master bedroom. Natalie was just taking off the bra, having already pushed the practically non-existent thong panties down around her shoe tops.

		Holy fuck, I thought to myself, staring slack-jawed at the vision of absolute female perfection that stood naked—except for those sexy thigh-high stockings--in front of me.

		Natalie tossed away the discarded bra and assumed a models pose, one hip thrust out, her hand resting on it. She was unbelievable—an irresistible siren of sex and sensuality--and she knew it.

		“Come on, you slowpokes, get naked with me,” the blonde goddess challenged us, a sly smile on her face. “What are you waiting for?”

		Jennifer was as much under her spell as I was. She obediently slipped out of her own crimson dress and took off her bra and panties, her eyes never leaving Natalie’s.

		I took off my own clothes, my hands moving on autopilot. My vision was locked on my wife as she kicked off her shoes and crossed the room to Natalie as if she were in a trance.

		“Come here, baby, and let me love you,” the blonde temptress whispered, her voice gone low, sultry…irresistible.

		She stepped out of the high heels, leaving her as naked as Jennifer except for the stockings, and took my wife into her arms. Their mouths met and my cock jerked out of reflex as I realized that they were tongue-kissing, their naked breasts mashed up against one another.

		It was unreal; watching those two sensuous, bare beauties kiss and fondle each other’s naked bodies was among the most erotic sights I’d ever beheld in my life. I sat back in the easy chair just down from the foot of the bed, and wrapped my fist around stiff prick.

		I just gripped it lightly, not stroking it. I didn’t dare.

		Flashes of that first night in the living room, with the Doctor’s huge cock sunk all the way between Jennifer’s eagerly sucking lips, flooded into my memory. I remembered my untouched dick shooting spurt after spurt of come clear across the room as I’d watched helplessly, strapped to my chair.

		I eased my hand off my ready-to-explode prick and placed it palm down on my knee, wanting to avoid an embarrassing recurrence of that geyser-like eruption of semen. Just observing the two women moan and kiss and touch each other was almost too much for me to watch without coming!

		Jennifer was mewling, sucking at Natalie’s tongue as they kissed. Her left hand was all over the tall blonde’s back and up into that glorious golden mane. The right one stroked her back as well, but moved downward, to squeeze her ass cheeks as the taboo kiss went on and on.

		Natalie was holding Jen tightly against her body, rubbing those magnificent tits against her as they made out. Her eyes were closed, as were my wife’s, and both of them were making little cooing noises as they ground their aroused nipples together.

		After what seemed like forever, Natalie stepped back from the smaller woman, panting for breath. She glanced over at my throbbing, untouched cock and smiled.

		“Ooh, it’s as nice as Jennifer said it was,” she murmured approvingly in my direction. “Keep that on hand. We’ll get to it in a little while.”

		Turning her attention back to Jen, she whispered, “On the bed…now!”

		Jennifer whimpered and scrambled onto the mattress obediently. Natalie quickly joined her and began to caress her body once again.

		“So fantastic,” she sighed, running her fingertips all over Jennifer’s trembling torso. “I just knew you’d be something special, that night I first saw you in the dance club.”

		She leaned over my wife and murmured, just before she started to suck her right nipple, “And you are, my little Jennifer. You’re so special!”

		“Oh, oh, God,” Jen whined as Natalie began to nurse hungrily, her swirling tongue making indentations in her hollowed cheek as she sucked at the aroused pink spike of flesh.

		My wife’s left hand shot up to pull her lover’s face in tighter onto her heaving tit as she pleaded, “Oh, fuck, do it, please…suck my hot titties, darling!”

		From where I sat, Natalie needed no urging. She devoured Jen’s big tits, her lips moving from one to the other, gobbling up the tender buds, lapping at them, nipping them lightly with her front teeth. Her right hand moved in concert with her mouth, her fingers teasing whichever saliva-slick nub she wasn’t noisily sucking.

		She soon had poor Jennifer begging, “My…my pussy…I need to come so bad…touch my clit for me, please!”

		Natalie stopped licking and sucking for a moment, looking down at the super-aroused woman beneath her. She promised in a soft voice, “All in good time.”

		Scooting up on the bed a few inches, so that her own right nipple was inches from my wife’s mouth, she whispered teasingly, “Wouldn’t you like to kiss my breasts, too? Wouldn’t you like to…suck them a little, before I eat your pussy?”

		Jennifer gave a sobbing gasp of pure need and craned her neck upward. She kissed Natalie’s cute little pink nipple briefly before sucking in between her lips and beginning to nurse at it like a baby who was starving for her mother’s milk.

		“Oh, oh, goodness,” Natalie sighed, closing her eyes at how nice that clearly felt, “you’re so hungry for my titties.”

		I watched, mesmerized, as my wife proceeded to go slightly crazy on the blonde’s spectacular breasts. My little Jennifer licked at them feverishly, her head moving from one to the other, just as Natalie had worshiped hers.

		“Ugh, oh, fuck, they’re so sweet!” Jen cried out in utter rapture as she sucked and licked at the tiny spears of pink. “I can’t get enough of them!”

		Natalie held her head in her arms and guided her nursing mouth from nipple to nipple. She whispered, “That’s it, suck them for me, baby. Lick them just like that.”

		The two stunning women clung together, with Jennifer joining Natalie in obvious ecstasy. I think both of them came at least once, but I couldn’t be sure. These were not explosive orgasms…they were the gentle kind that rolled through both of them, building and building, until the two women were shuddering constantly, their bodies rocking together in total euphoria.

		Just when I didn’t think the torrid scene could possibly get much hotter, Natalie’s eyes snapped open and she hissed, “Fuck, baby, I need to get my tongue in that hot little pussy of yours—just look at it, weeping that sweet nectar down those perfect thighs.”

		My gaze followed hers. I was astounded at how wet Jen’s pussy lips were. They simply gushed out her excited juices…my wife’s small pink lips were awash in lube!

		Natalie seemed to notice me staring. She smiled and motioned me onto the bed.

		“Why don’t you slip that nice cock of yours into me while I suck all that sweet oil out of your wife’s pussy and swallow it?”

		She didn’t have to ask me twice! I scrambled onto the bed as she arranged herself on her tummy in between Jennifer’s spread-open legs.

		

	
		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		All Night Long, Again

		

		Natalie had that incredible ass of hers thrust up into the air right in front of me. That impossibly cute, tiny pink slit winked at me from just below it, not quite as juicy as my wife’s but wet enough for me to slide in easily. And I did.

		I looked down at Jennifer’s face as I entered her friend. Her gorgeous countenance was pinched in pure ecstasy as Natalie ate her cunt noisily, slurping and sucking at my wife’s overflowing lips. And Jen’s blue eyes went wide as she witnessed me fucking another woman right in front of her for the first time; the same way she had balled Matt and the Doctor in front of me.

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” was all Natalie said as I bottomed out in her pussy.

		God, she was hot and slick and so ready for cock! I put a hand on each of those magnificent ass cheeks, to help steady her, and proceeded to really bang my hard prick in and out of her succulent depths.

		She all but purred as I sawed my thick cock across her singing clit and she began to lick Jennifer’s cunt even more enthusiastically. I heard my wife’s excited little grunts of pleasure, and Jen’s hands came up to grab a fistful of Natalie’s golden locks as she kissed and licked and sucked.

		Three-way sex, I love this, I thought as I fucked Natalie’s perfect pussy like a wild man. That session with Matt turned out great and this one is fantastic, too. I guess I’m turning into a real three-way aficionado!

		All of us were so turned on by the scene that it didn’t take long for the girls to start orgasming. I ground my teeth and somehow kept from joining them.

		I wanted to preserve my hard on for as long as possible, with two such delicious women to fuck all night long if I wanted. And believe me, I wanted!

		What an exquisite agony that proved to be.

		Natalie was keening into my wife’s spasming pussy, clinging to her up-thrusting hips, mashing her mouth against the slippery pink surface. The blonde girl’s cunt was gobbling up my buried dick, sucking at it as it clenched and grasped, coming furiously around me.

		Slowly, the contractions ceased and the women, sighing out their mutual satisfaction, broke apart. Natalie oozed off my rampant cock, sliding down onto her side next to Jennifer, cuddling her.

		“That was fantastic,” she cooed, kissing my wife’s cheek lovingly, caressing her breasts with the palm of her right hand, “your Zack has a marvelous cock…and he really knows how to use it to please a girl. I envy you, darling!”

		“You can come over and borrow it anytime you like, lover,” Jennifer said, a dreamy, completely-fulfilled look on her beautiful face, “just as long as I’m here to see it; to play, too.”

		The two women kissed again and my cock stayed rock-hard. Natalie’s hand continued to stroke Jen’s tits as they made out, and my wife’s fingers started to explore spectacular blonde’s luscious little nipples at the same time.

		Soon, both were moaning again, rubbing their bodies together as they kissed. I was slightly surprised at how quickly the fires within the two women were rekindled.

		In just a few minutes, both are panting for each other once more. Jen rolled Natalie onto her back and looked up over at me. She saw my stiff prick and smiled approvingly.

		“Fuck me while I eat her, just like you did it to her, you big stud you!” My wife hissed the words excitedly, her big blue eyes never leaving my glistening, throbbing hard on.

		Without further words, she slid onto her belly between Natalie’s spread legs and licked all around that alluring pink slit. Natalie was obviously a fan of complete Brazilian wax jobs; not a single blonde hair was in evidence around that sweet little cunt my wife was now so eagerly lapping at.

		I fought to hold back my own orgasm as I watched her—my own little Jennifer was feverishly kissing another girl’s pussy lips for the first time! Her mouth was open wide, her tongue gliding along those wet, slightly puffed out cunt lips that I had so recently been pounding my dick into!

		Jen eased her own ass up off the bedspread, to give me greater access to her weeping pussy. I didn’t need any further invitation; I centered my rigid prong and pushed my way inside slowly.

		God, she felt almost liquid inside, she was so into this whole incredibly sexy scene! I moaned and slid in the rest of the way—until I my balls came to rest against her clit—gliding easily into her hot, slippery wetness. I gasped as I felt her slick flesh clasp at my very welcome invader.

		Natalie’s groans of passion merged with Jennifer’s purring and sighing at how good the statuesque blonde’s pussy tasted. They were the only sounds in the bedroom now, other than the slap of my thighs against Jen’s, as I fucked her just as fiercely as I had balled her lover only minutes ago.

		“Ungh, ugh, oh, fuck, you’re eating me right up!” Natalie cried out, wriggling her hips against Jennifer’s questing tongue and sucking lips. “That’s the way to do it, baby, just like that…you’re going to make me come!”

		Again, I barely held back from spurting my seed deep into my wife’s cunt as I heard Natalie praise Jennifer’s first try at eating another girl’s pussy. This was so hot…watching my wife being a total bad girl--just as she had been with the Doctor and that kid last weekend--while I got to fuck her flat-out as she was doing it!

		I had balled Jennifer doggie style hundreds of times, since we were both sixteen, so I had learned long ago just how she liked it. Angling my hips downward, I made sure each penetration slid over her sensitive clit and soon had her crooning down into Natalie’s quim as she ate it.

		“You must be doing as great a job of fucking her as you did me,” the blonde smiled up at me languidly. “She’s eating me like a crazy woman…so hungrily…so well!”

		“God, you two look hot together,” I managed to grunt, continuing to hammer my dick into Jen’s pussy.

		Natalie groaned and I knew that my wife had just done something with her lips and tongue that really pleased her. The movie star-pretty blonde panted, “It’s so good. The three of us…it’s so good. It just feels so right!”

		Natalie was on to something, as far as I was concerned. I wasn’t a bit jealous of the two of them, and what they clearly shared together; just as I hadn’t been jealous of Matt last weekend, after I’d gotten used to seeing him with Jen.

		On the contrary, as the Doctor had so astutely observed, I loved this stuff--seeing Jennifer being an out-and-out slut with other people was an even bigger turn on than I’d fantasized it would be!

		I got off on my wife being bad girl with men…and with women! Playing with other people was the best...the absolute best!

		Natalie sucked in her breath at that moment. Her eyes rolled back in her head and she started to shiver violently beneath Jen’s steady, excited licking.

		“I’m coming…oh, fuck, I’m coming like crazy!”

		The orgasming blonde hunched her hips up off the mattress and ground her exploding pussy against Jennifer’s mouth. I heard my wife swallowing cunt juice and about lost it, my dick jerking inside her as she clamped down on it with her own clenching, velvety sheath.

		“Ulllllllmmmmmmmmm!” She moaned helplessly as she started to come, too!

		I struggled for control, not wanting to come quite yet. My prick was buried deep in my wife’s pussy as it fluttered around me.

		Oh, man, this is terrific, I thought, I’ve fucked both of these beauties to blistering orgasms without coming myself!

		I felt like some kind of sex god, beaming down at the two of them writhing together, my cock still rock-hard. It remained shoved deep into Jennifer’s pussy until she was done climaxing and her relaxed body melted down into Natalie’s arms.

		“Jesus, that was intense,” Natalie sighed contentedly. “You two are really incredible to party with.”

		Jennifer rolled off her lover and lay on her side next to her. Natalie saw my rampant hard on and smiled incredulously.

		“You’re still hard?” She asked the question in an awed voice. “You’re still hard after all of that fucking?”

		I must admit, I puffed out my chest somewhat as I answered, “It’s not difficult, not with all of…this…right in front of me.

		My hand went out to indicate the lush tableau of female nakedness that lay before me. I glanced from Jennifer’s luscious tits and trim little ass to Natalie’s perfect, tanned loveliness and grinned happily.

		Natalie scooted away from Jennifer and patted the mattress in between them. She whispered, “That deserves a special treat, when you come for the first time. Lie here, on your back.”

		Wondering what this exotic, sexy creature had in mind, I readily complied. Natalie grinned over at Jennifer as she moved downward, motioning for my wife to do the same.

		She leaned over my glistening, upright cock and said, “Kiss me and follow my lead. We’re going to give your husband a slurpy, kissy, blowjob!”

		Jennifer wasn’t a bit reluctant. Natalie’s lips, cheeks, and chin were still shiny with Jen’s cunt juice, but she didn’t hesitate a second.

		Why should she? Her own face was gleaming with a thick coating of Natalie’s girl lube and come!

		Their lips met and my cock jerked just inches beneath them as I stared up at the sight of the two beauties making out furiously once more, their tongue’s obviously in each other’s mouths as they kissed. Man, I’d never get tired of seeing that!

		Slowly, Natalie brought their joined lips downward, until they touched my cock head. They split apart just wide enough to glide their lips over the slick surface, their tongues going crazy on my prick tip as they did so.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, that feels so great!” I managed to gasp as the two women licked me furiously and mashed their lips back together around my cock head.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Jennifer murmured as she kissed her new girlfriend and ran her tongue all over the end of my cock while she did it.

		My adventurous wife was obviously getting into teasing me and making out with the lovely Natalie, both at once. She tickled my balls with her fingernails and followed the honey blonde’s lead as they moved their moist lips up and down my shaft in unison, taking special care to lick my cock head when they came back up.

		“Holy fuck, you two are driving me wild!” I moaned out the words, my hips giving an involuntary little lurch beneath their sliding lips, their lapping tongues.

		After a few more scintillating passes up and down my hardness, Natalie pulled back. She gave me an almost predatory smile and murmured, “Not as wild as you’re going to get when you see us suck that hot stuff out of these nice balls of yours and swallow it all for you!”

		With that, she pushed her lips down over my dick head, her tongue resuming its frantic swirling. I groaned and fed her two more inches, my head spinning with excitement.

		I couldn’t believe I was getting a blowjob from a girl who looked like Natalie, while my gorgeous wife watched and helped out! Jen was licking my nuts, staring up at me adoringly with those big blue eyes of hers, as her lover sucked me like a real pro!

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” sighed Natalie, as she ate my whole eight inches easily.

		She sounded as if she was in heaven. I knew I was!

		“Switch,” Jennifer whispered hungrily a minute later, “I want to suck Zack’s cock for a little while, too!”

		As if they had been doing it their whole lives, she and Natalie traded off, Jen gobbling my rod and the blonde goddess lapping at my clenching nut sac. I gasped and closed my eyes, opening them again quickly.

		I didn’t want to miss a second of this! The sight of two of the most beautiful women in L.A. taking turns sucking my cock was something I’d want to remember until I was an old man!

		The two girls had different styles, but both of them were terrific. Jennifer gave more of a straight blowjob—steady suction, slurpy lips, twirling tongue—while Natalie was more playful, pausing to shower my cock head with tiny, butterfly kisses before plunging it back into her mouth.

		All of that sweet pussy fucking I’d gotten a few minutes ago, coupled with watching the two of them trading off blowing me, was too much to take for long. I gasped and stammered, “I’m gonna’ come…oh, fuck, am ever I gonna’ come, ladies!”

		I happened to be in Natalie’s mouth when I blurted out my warning, but she didn’t hesitate for a second. If anything, her pace increased, her tongue seemed to swirl faster around my sensitive prick tip; the suction of the lips sliding up and down my staff increased.

		“Ugh! Oh, oh, God, here it is!” I grunted out the words as the first jet of nut cream left my cock and spattered onto the roof of her mouth.

		Natalie made a contented little noise and swallowed all of my eruption. I groaned loudly and unleashed a second, even larger spurt of semen into her mouth and she all but purred as she ate it, too!

		Before I even knew she was doing it, Jennifer snatched my cock away and stuffed it into her own lips, just as my third big blast of come shot out. She swallowed it easily and made the same, I’m-so-into-this, purring sound as Natalie had made as she gulped down my spunk.

		Fuck, this is insanely hot! The thought tumbled across my mind as I fired another salvo of jism into my wife’s mouth.

		I couldn’t seem to stop coming. Natalie seized my dick back from Jen and licked at it as a deposited another wad of pearly cream on her tongue. She smiled at me and swallowed it, aiming my prick at Jennifer, who stuck her tongue out and received another heavy dollop of cock juice and eagerly gulped it down.

		Jesus, there’s so much come, I marveled, blasting out yet another gush of jizz. I don’t know whether it’s the Doctor’s magic potion or being with two of the hottest, sexiest women on the planet, but it’s great, whatever it is!

		

		****

		

		It was three-thirty in the morning. I was fucking Natalie from behind, standing next to the side of the bed.

		Jennifer was on her back, licking Natalie’s clit as I stroked into her depths. Natalie was finger-fucking Jen vigorously, making her cry out with need.

		The two of them were about to come again. I had long ago lost count of their orgasms for the night and I had come three more times after that incredible shared blowjob.

		I grimaced and thought to myself, I bet I can go another hour. It feels so good, just to be in these two sopping wet pussies, one right after the other, not to mention those two incredible mouths!

		My orgasming again was probably not going to happen. But I didn’t care. This was unbelievable; sex like most men only dreamt about!

		I pumped her hard and Natalie threw back her head and wailed that she was coming yet again…

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		July Fourth Swinger Party?

		

		“I wish you’d really think about it,” Natalie whispered. “It will be such fun, and I know the two of you would have a fantastic time.”

		I lay between Natalie and Jennifer at the head of the bed. It was nearly eleven Saturday morning. We had fucked and sucked and licked until all of us had given out at around four-thirty, and slept until about a half an hour ago.

		Hog heaven, I thought contentedly, that’s where I am.

		The most gorgeous blonde in southern California lay nestled, naked, under my right arm. And my beautiful, incredibly hot, strawberry-blonde wife snuggled into me, also nude, on my left side.

		“I don’t know,” Jennifer said across the expanse of my bare chest. “We talked about attending a swinger party when we first got onto the Doctor’s web site. But Zack didn’t seem too keen on swinging, for some reason.”

		Both of them looked up at me expectantly. I shrugged and said, “Well, I was afraid Jen wouldn’t be able to handle it when she saw me with another woman. And we had only had the one experience with the Doctor, back then, to tell us whether I’d be able to deal with her being with another guy right in front of me.”

		Natalie laughed, “You didn’t seem to be the least bit jealous of her and me last night, stud-boy.”

		She glanced over at Jennifer and continued, “And you didn’t turn a hair all of those times I fucked Zack last night…or I had that delicious, big cock of his in my mouth.”

		Jen giggled and agreed, “The only time I was jealous was when you wouldn’t share, you greedy thing, you!”

		We all three had a good chuckle over that. Natalie was a bit of a cock hog…not that I was complaining. But in the end, we could all agree that Jennifer had gotten a rich sampling of my hard prick last night as well.

		“So, I don’t see jealousy as really being a problem,” Natalie said after the fit of laughter had passed. “What’s holding you back?”

		Jennifer looked at me and I looked back at her. After a moment, she said, “Nothing, I guess.”

		“Then you’ll go with me to the party?” Natalie was like a bulldog with a favorite bone. She wouldn’t let go until she got her way.

		“Well, I guess so,” I said tentatively. “Are you sure it’s okay? I mean, we’re not club members or anything.”

		“But I am,” Natalie insisted. “And I can invite guests…as long as they’re hot and gorgeous.”

		She flashed us another smile and said, “I think you both qualify.”

		Touching my flaccid cock under the covers, she whispered, “Besides, a guy with a dick like this one, that hardly ever goes soft, is always a welcome addition at a swingers bash. Trust me on that one!”

		I grinned proudly at her. I had put on quite a show last night…I had the aching nuts and the somewhat sore, over-used-feeling cock to prove it.

		

		****

		

		Natalie got dressed and left at around noon. She kissed us both good bye--and begged to be invited for another night soon--before she left.

		She didn’t have to beg very hard, as far as I was concerned. Last night had been one of the most wonderful experiences of my life, and I know Jennifer had enjoyed her experience with Natalie as least as much as I had.

		After all, we still had several weeks before the big Fourth of July swingers party in Beverley Hills that she had invited us to attend. The way our sex lives had been lately, I knew we would want to spend at least one more wild and crazy weekend before that partying.

		And Natalie had turned out to be the very definition of wild and crazy. Was there anything that was off limits in bed as far as our gorgeous new fuck-buddy was concerned?

		If there was, I didn’t know what it was!

		“God, you were so right about her,” I sighed as we stood on the front steps and watched her drive away in her Maserati. “She’s fantastic.”

		Jen looked up at me adoringly and answered, “She sure is. And so are you, husband of mine.”

		We walked back into the house, my arm around her shoulder. I locked the front door and took her in my arms.

		“I love our life now so much,” she whispered. “Thank you for making it so wonderful.”

		“No, I should be thanking you.”

		She cocked her head to one side and asked, “What for?”

		“For trusting me enough to finally be real with me,” I told her, “for finally showing me the wild side of you.”

		“I was afraid I’d lose you,” she murmured, going up onto her tiptoes and locking her arms around my neck, “if I let you see what a slut I can be.”

		I laughed, “Never; I love you, all of you.”

		We kissed and I thought about the party in a few weeks, about our new, adventurous, wild life together. And this was only the beginning, I knew that.

		But that didn’t scare me anymore. I realized now that I wanted it, that I lusted after it!

		I wanted my little Jen to let go and be as bad as she wanted to be--I loved it when she did!

		

		The End—For Now

		

		Be sure to look for book two featuring the further adventures of Jennifer and Zack, coming this summer to Amazon: Wives Who Stray – The Doctor Is In.

		

		

		Author’s Notes

		

		All of the characters and situations described within this book are fictional and not based on any actual, living individuals. The Raj is a fictional restaurant in Santa Monica, as is the dance club and the hotel.

		Astute observers will note the absence of condoms in this story, and the total disregard our characters have for the prevention of pregnancy or the possibility they might contract a sexually transmitted disease during their various couplings in this book.

		That's because this is a fantasy, a work of fiction. If you choose to participate in such behavior, please use protection.

		Like this book? Hate It? You can always drop me a line at ckralston@gmail.com to let me know what you thought. I'd love to hear from you, either way.

		

		CKR
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